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“ SOMB LIFE-LONG FRIENDSHIPS HAVE BERN ORMENTZD IN LESS THAN FORTY-BIGHT HOURS,” SalID HOGH 


OLD ROSSITER’S DAUGHTER. 


[A NOVELETTE.] 


CHAPTER IL, 


“ Miss Girsxy 1” 

The girl turns slowly from her inspection 
of the dusty white road, and looks down at 
the honest face and frank grey eyes of the 


speaker, 

aa aerate Set 

“By the ateps, Thomas has taken them 
pare (E I am a prisoner until he chooses to 


_ The young fellow glances towarda the “ odd- 
job man,” training nectarines at a livtle dis- 
““L ee Be pow, 

“T can down,” he said srailing, but 
tho gicl shakes ber head. “ve 








" Tlike being here market-days ; I see all my old 
friends and acquaintances, and get a pleasant 
greeting from each,” she answera, veering 
so rapidly, that but for the young man’s quick, 
strong handa she muat have fallen from her seat 
on the wall, It iv-exactly six feet high, and his 
brow is level with its top ; now he says, 

“ May I join you?” 

"You may come . care to!” dimples 
showing in her pretty “ but climbing is 
is bad for clothes.’’ He does not seem to mind 


" Why do you come on market-days }” 

“T don’t always, only when the weather is 
good. Of course I come to see the people ; this 
pa ao fearfully dull that one is glad of aay 
in the monotony, however small. 

” he says, “your admirers all pass 
road to the town!” 

‘*Of course they do. There fs Dick Harney 
who is as stup'd as he is handsome; then there 


TT oy 








is Mr. Tuck, with a face besides which a etraw- 
berry is pale, and a moustache like a stubble- 
field ; and Harry March, who fs neither handsome 
nor plain, tall nr short, good nor bad.” She 
laughs as she draws her catalogue toa close, and 
her companion asks with mock surprise, — 

“Ts that the full complement of lovers and 
admirers |” 

“T can’t truthfally say it fs; but if I speak 
of others you will dub me a conceited young 
women.” 

“Indeed, no, and I am interested in these un- 
happy mortals, for of course you treat them with 
disdain.” 


Gipsy lifts her large, dark brown eyes to his ; 
the pretty crimson shows through ber brown akin, 
on elther rounded cheek ; and the scarleb lips, 
parting in a smile, reveal two rows of glistening 
teeth. 


“ How else do you suppose a Rossiter would 
ner to such admirers?” 

“T can imagine no other way"—ths girl's eyes 
leave Lis face and travel to the road where a 
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horeeman is going at a slow ;sce and regarding 
her adoringly. 

“That is Mr. ‘Tuck;” she says, in a whisper, 
and bows to the atrawberry-faced man in'a half 
coquettish way, 

“Tm afrald you're a very ead flirt,” her com- 
pacion esys amusedjy, and she answers 
dreamily,-- 

“J am what circumstances have made mo. 
Soclety here is so Huited that a man fa a god- 
send, expecially if he is young, good. looking, and 
polished.” 

“Thank you!” mischievously accepting the 
compliment as paid to himeelf. 

Gipsy’s eyes open wide. 

“Por impertinence and vanity commend me 
to Mr. Hugh Stamer.” 

‘* That is cruel, and I could vot have believed 
you guilty of malice but for thie proof, Do 
you kuow, young lady, it is time to start for the 
Hall t” 

“Yee, but I’m nob going ; I hate tennis, I 
can’t see the use of rushing about fn such a sun 
av this, merely to knock balls to and fro, If it 
had been croquet I shotld have been pleased to 
join the party. There are atch facilities for 
flirting and enjoying oneself generally whilst play- 
ing the latter.” 


“ But,” ignoring the last half of her speech,’ 


“ the boys are golog 1” 

“ That makes vo difference to my decision, 
am far too enne to'put of my coo! holland” for's 
much-beflounced 
to-day. Ol course you will gol” 

‘No; Ihave been looging for a reasonable 
excnse to sbhsend myself. 
amuses you.” 

She mekes a mocking little bow, 

“ How exceedingly kind you are,” Then her 
name is oatled loudly in three distinct voices, and 
ehe noes her brothers, each with his bat, lookfug 
dismayed ab her appearance, 

“Why, Gipsy, you aren’t dressed!” Frank 
says vexedly, 

“ I'm nod going ;mow don’t exc!aim and protes, 
bub carry my excuses to Mre. Hanlan; ssy Iam 
ill, dytog, anything you like, so that my conduct 
doeen’t appear very flagrant.” 

The governor will be vexed when he heate you 
have called off,” remarks Ted, bub Gipsy makes 
a disdalnful grimace. ‘* The governor ’—mock~ 
ingly—" thinks I can do nothing wropg,” and 
when her brothers at last pses out of the garden, 
she turns to Hugh with a sigh of relief, 

“ How comfortable I feel, now I have done my 
duty,” laughing softly. 

“ I cannot say that lam comfortable ; It’s very 
hot up here, and I'm positively baking,” 

“Shall we gebdown! It is rather sunny here, 
You can lower yourself, then fetch the step for 
me,” coolly. 

And Haugh slips down, then says,— 

"* Thomaa is at the remote end of the garden. 
I shall lift you from the wall.” 

And not belog oppressed by any mock, nine- 
teenth-century modesty, Gipsy allows this, and 
in another moment is standing beside him on the 
gravel path, 

“ How the sun pours down upon one’s head, 
Don't evince any surprise if have a stroke |” 

“Prevention is better than cure, Fut a cab- 
bage-leaf fn the crown of your hat, Is that 
more comfortable}” she asks, aa he obeya her, 

‘Infinitely. I should not have thought of 
such a thing myself! Two heads are better than 
one.” 

“Sometimes,” Gipsy remarke, with a sage 
nod ; ‘*but I could name many excepiions,”’ 

“I shall be delighted to hear them. Pray 
begin.” 

“It ts too kot. I will tell you some other 
time.” 

“That's a mean way of getting out of a diffi- 
— I don’t believe you can prove your avser- 
tion.” 

Gipsy laughs. 

**T am not to be scoffed into giving my reasons, 
Now tell me please, Mr, Stamer, have you re- 
mained at home from indolent or philanthropic 
notions? To please yourself or to amuse me }” 

“*I won"p tell a lie,” comically. “I prefer 


and I am indolent | 


I shall stay here to’ 


staying with you,and don’t, very muth care 
for. tennis,” 

“Why not substitute ' because’ for ‘and’; 
it would take from the courtesy and add fo the 
— of your speech,” the girl cays, with an arch 

ance. 
aa That is very nasty, and I don’t know what 
pautehment you deserve,” with a look of admt- 
ration at the ty, gaat face, “ If I revelled 
in tennis I should still prefer staying here with 
ey but the game really iotereste me very 
} t ” 

Tam glad it is 60,” Gipsy. says, ernphatically, 
*T fancy a man must be a milksop to prea ps 
his leisnre moments in).t ceof it, Itt 
belonged to the male sex FE should run, jump, 
skate, row, cricket—do siything, in fact, that 
calls for strength and skill. 

“You ssy nothing.of football. Don’t you 
approve that?” oy 

“Oh, yes, especially when pleyed according 
y rules ; it is so delightfully dangerous, 





to 

Bat, of peda he sae rok mts and collar- 
on ite. rb tian,” Hugh says, with mock 
Pardon, - at se haibadilnen, 

not J. 1 object to it, 


ig to ‘it has one 
rids the world of an ob- 


They have reached the confines of the garden, 
“ do you intend doing hea 
; now 
“Nothing,” coslly ; bab may row me up 
“ayn si Bay stream der the dren” 

is a nice arrangement for you,” 
laughing duit “ but I don’t see my et to’ 
refusal, Will'you stay here while I go to the 
house for books and a cushion 1"’ and he hurries 
eff to return fn a few moments, flushed with the 
haste he bas made. 

“T think,” says Gipsy, as she swings open the 


by a broad and sballowstream. ‘I think we had 
best go no further than Mab’s Holiow. I should 


Hanlan the real reason for our absence, © 
On the stream is s roomy boat, and close 
a small canoe belonging to Gipey. : 
Hugh helps ‘her into the » gives 
book, then taking the sculle makes for the 
of the stream. 
nons -< pre reaching i toy a 
osaiter’s grou g ib, an- 
nounces his Intention of tying up the boat, 
“ We oan spend a jolly 


perfect content is an unlimited: supply of iced 
lemonade.” . : v 

"I think you are extremely indolent,” the 

girl remarke, as she resethles her cushion. ‘I 
expected you would keep the boot going until I 
cried stop,” 
“Ob! Miss Rossiter, you're worse than a slave- 
driver,” roproachfully. * The late trifling exer- 
tiov bas rendered me incapable of action of avy 
kind for at least two hours. I am poritively 
melting away, Do you treat your brothers in 
this unchriatian faehion.” 

" Tf it fs unchristian—yes, Brothers are born 
to serve their sisters, but few of them understand 
their duties,” 

She opene her book and. begins to read, and 
Hugh, lying in the bow, looks Into the pretty face 
under its sunburnt hat, and wonders a little 
what his father would say could he know the 
hopes he nurses concerning the girl, 

Presently she yawns closes the volume, 

“Is your book interesting, Mr, Stamer ? be- 
cause mine is the reveree. The heroine is a sentl- 
mental, die-away sort of girl, with yellow hair 
aud blue eyes, Of course she is named Lily— 
they always are,” disguatedly, She leans 
ward and rae orn © book, “Ob! you have 
not been reading, it is the wrong aide up; have 
you been dozing ?” 

“No,” wnhesitatingly, “I’ve been looking 
at you and thinking, how very pretty you 
are. 





Gipsy blushes furiously, 


gave, and enters the meadow, which is bordered }. 


not wish any one to see ua, aod carry Mra. 
by ft 


trees, The only thing we need té insure our} | 





vic T waa thinking, to,” Hugh says, *¥8 Would 
ou talked 





to me inotead of 


f Oe, 
RS I ate oT cali 
Ruther nde on ale cotlgnmiastragll 

a he * yone 
pO ae Mae tye ae by 

: ~ i ’ . ic 









F 


ae midshipman, 
aucient glory of the Rossiters. ~N oem we. 
Why, we are older than most of the to-called 
‘no 2” with a pretty flash of "Only 
here people do not know ue for we -were, 
pee ER Pr they call nse’ Old Rossiver’s 
cap ter,’ ; : 
“Poor little Gipsy!” and she hardly notices 
his familiarity, ’ 
The flickering golden 


trees upon her bonny 


th 
en ee 









ttle 
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each other madiy, and listen, 
how the pigeons coo! What a heavenly ib 
iat How it ee ae oe in a 
langour that one might last for ever ! 


“ Let usalone. Time driveth onward fast, 
iu & little while our lips are dum), 
t will last? 


i 
E 


spend one’s whole life in such shameful indolence 
aud selfish indalgence? Ail one’s feelings would 
be blanted—all one's perceptions dulled. No; 
give me work or death. 


bis earnestoses, 

“Me, Stamer, don’t spoll this afternoon by 
speaking of work or death. I am just now in 
the very mood for ‘ dreamful ease,’ ” 

Then now at least you shall bave it.. Will you 
be silent whilst I talk to amuse you, or shall I 
hold my hg 

* Cer not the latter. As I have given 
you a brief ot my it would be but a 
just reward if you tell me what you have done in 
all your twenty-five years.” 

“Not very much, I'm afraid. You see being 
born # rich man there was never any necessi 
for exertion on my part, and my father wou 
never allow me to adopt any profession, Bo I 
have dabbled a little in the muse, and given 
much of my time to «mall compositions In the 
way of comedies aud dramas. I confess frankly 
none of them have yet appeared on the bosrds, 
bub Ido mos « . The more I sce of life, 
the less crude my productions will be, and I am 
too true an Englishman to give in.” 

“I thought you were an American, although 


you from New York.” 
“Sot aid, 


recently ; bat I was born fh | abominable Yankee habit of giving question for 


Kagiand, and educated here, Returning home, 
I spent. two 
longing for a sight of 
from to ly my wish, I brought 
letters of introd to Frank’s governors, 
and there I had the good fortune to meet him. 


eager. 
Our acquaintance ripsned into friendship, and he a The boys are certainly glad to have you here,” 


question, 
with my father, and then | curlosity, ouly I am anxlous to vindicate the hos- 
native land broke away | pltality of the Rossiters, You seemed to insiau- 
ate that we are weary of you 


The sunny hours fleet by, and under the 
trees the shadows deepen, Through the branches 
a light falls — the still, clear waters, 
the sun goes slowly slo to the west, 
where a couch of crimson amid purple clouds 
— him, PMs 
he young people have been silent along time ; 
Gipey stirs now among her cushions. 
*Itis time we went home; the boys will be 
retu soon,” 
Hogh looks round ruefally. 
"'T believe thelotos-eaters mood has fallen upon 
me; I amvery unwilling to go. Whatashadowy 
arcadia it is!” but he bends to the sculls and 
they shoot swiftly out into the centre of the 


“J ehall never forged these pleasant hours,” 
the young man says, glancing into the young 
girl’s lovely dark eyes, 

“Nor I,” she auswers, then she blushes hotly ; 
and he takes advantage of her confusion. 

“When Iam gone you will fall. back upon 
your other cavaliers, Shall you be sorry to say 
good-bye? and will Measleure Tuck and March 
aupply my loss?” 

‘* f shall be sorry to say good-bye,” demurely ; 
“but, fortunately, I have many friends and 
ee so you will not leave me deso 

“ And amongst all those friends and acquafat- 
ances Hugh Stamer wil! be utterly forgotten in 
the course of a few months.” 

‘Nothing 1s more probable,” flashing o 
glance at him from under ber hat. ‘' But we 
will cry quits as to that, for [ question if my 
name survive in your memory stx months,” 
“ Tshall remember you always,” he says, em- 
phatically. 

And once more Gipsy flushes under his intent 
look. He gives her his hand, and assists her to 
the bank, and they walk on side by side In a sud- 
den, embarrassed silence, The girl is first to 
break it, 

x Mr. Stamer, how long shall you remain with 
ual 
“Abi” ing, “you have contracted the 


Really, I ought nob to grutify such 


“Then you are not?” his bright, grey eyes 


."* Are you eo yery anxious to geb rid of me, |* 
you haven't the national twang. Frank told me | Miss Gipsy 1” 


we fae flushes be povs-cel and net bné 
coutrives to say, perfect sang froid,— 

“ Mr. Stamer, I’m wondering what your father 
and cousin would eay could they know how poor 
are the friends you have chosen. 

* Rost nothing they could say would 
alter my regard for you and yours ; and birth is 
better than fortune. Why, Annabel'sa father 
atarted life asa hucketer, and of my own pedigree 
I know nothing. IfeverI hada ther I 
have heard nothing of the old gentleman, My 
revered parent is very reserved as to his or my 
mother's antecedents, so probably I am no better 
born than Annabel.” 

“But surely,” Gipsy says, a trifle diaap- 
pointedly, “her mother could have told you ail 
you wished to know?” 

“She died before - went to aw and if 
my uncle waa aware of our past I wae too 
to question him or care about it, and a ew 

curious I had no longer the chance to do go, 
‘or he died suddenly.” 

"Oh!" 

She moves forward again, and together they 
enter the sweet, old-fashioned garden, where 
great esbbage-roses, stocks, white pinks and 
miguonette, with a score of other sweet-scented 
flowers fill the very air with. odours so rich, so 
heavy one almost feels them. 

“TI should besorry to leave the dear old place,” 
Gipsy says, meditatively ; “to my mind there 
never was s0 sweet a garden as this of ours.” 

**T quite agree with you,” heartily; “and i 
is in such perfect keeping with the house.” 

* Yes,” looking with loving, lingering eyes on 
the low, grey stone building surrounded by a 
varandah, over which wiateria, pacslon-flowers, 
clematis, and jasmine climb in wild luxuriance, 
“It is a lovely picture, Now, to be prosaic, 
come into dinuer, I can hear the boys’ vpices ; 
doubtless they are ravenous, and consequently 
impatient,” 


CHAPTER II. 


An Intensely hot day in early Auguat; two 
young people in the meadow just above Mab’s 
Hollow; a swing is suspended betwean two 
trees, aud upon the swing sits Gipsy gentl 
awaying to and fro; at her feeb les Hugh 
ats a vexed look upon his handsome 
100. 

Gipsy regards him reflectively, but he seems 
quite unconscious of her scrutiny, only looke up 
ioto the clear blue vault above, seen dimly through 
the interlacing branches, and plucks the grass 


saked here.” she evasively. 

“Ty es — thened you epenk of your father ares) rg questions, peraistently. growing around with haety, impatient Engery. 
before,” Gipsy ways, thoughtfally, Will you tell| “Ob! T take things as they come, and ff un- Why so wan and pale?” queries the girl, with 
me if he is like you?” pleasant, endure them with Spartan fortitude | * low laugh, which amongst the trees like 

The young man’s brow darkens » moment, bud | and Job-like 4 music, 
io an fostant be laughs, “ You class me with the unpleasant things,” | Hugh starts Pl 

‘No, not in the least. Hels an extremely | amusedly, and he bends down the better to see I have had unpleasant news, Miss Gipsy. 

‘ace, She looks concerned. 


lean and lank individeal; sallow, with keen, 


pale blue a gp nose, and thin Hps.”’ 
“Tehould not | him ; bis de doesn’t | not yet 
sound nice, Why did he volun’ leave Eng: | of your stay.” 


land §” ; 
scause my mobher died here, aud after that 


“B 
he hated the country and swore never to visit it | #0 


agsin—hbe loved her,’ * 


Something in histone causss the girl to look life as I am having here, nor such pleasant com- 


Up ewiftly, and say,— 
* And he does not you ¥.” 


“No, nor any living creature ; nor anything | I thank you,” 


but his - bags. 
Tae girl Recta aan tet navel sal 
taaiay bas ener ve ae 
ana 
half Ameteias ber mo was 


my 
slater. She ia an orphan now, and father’s | fusion of any creature,” smilieg 
orp ‘ my a ve flowlag with , 


ward,” 
“Ta ahs beautiful t ” 
“T don’t know; she was only sixteen when I 


her f 


speaking 
em compliment, and iawardly revel in my 
ped 


"TI did nob so ;“but, Mr, Stamer, you have 
my question aa to the duration 


How long will you keep me—three weeks {” 


“ What a tease you —_ Gipsy. I was really 
sober truth, you accept it as an 


** Not I ; Lam too charitable to revel in the con- 


in admiration on the dainty figure 
drees with the fluttering 


‘* May I share them /” 
“There is no help for it,” rucfully. ‘ You 


know I received a letter from home thls morning 1 
It was from my father, and its purport to recall 


“Tf you can endure the duiness of Stonyfield | me to America.” 


Is it the flickering shadow of the leaves that 


never seems to her face, or has the blood re 
oy ay spray Rapes pd flown rhage, soft, "rounded cheeka Hug 


ions, lifts bimeelf on his elbow, and looks at her 
“In the mames of Stonyfield and the Rossiters | intently. 


There ls a momentary silence, then Gipsy 


says, 
HE an soon ate you going ?” 


a a8 fortnight, so you must make the most 
. 
Still she slowly sways to and fro, but she does 


sauelly, ‘Iam | it mechanically now, and the joyous ring has left 
the ‘milk of human kiodness,’ | her fresh, young volee when she eaye,— 
re was @ girl more devoid of malice than 


“T wonder if you will ever think of us. Of 


course, st first you will ; but after the lapse of a few 
She awings open the gate dividing the kitchen | monthe shall we be like dream-people to you— 


and 
* cag a prime alg pasees in before 
gt oa ow Ro Lia ‘him. He follows slowly up the well-kept paths, 
will 
b fn its cool, 
good friends that I shall see very little of you.” | crimson ribbons, 


ue and shadowy {"’ 
You, at least, wiliuot. I shall remember you 


all my. life.” 


Hes so.earneatly and his eyes are so full 


when Gipsy turns to | of the fire of love that her own droop before them, 
a ate his pm that she | She tries to laugh, but fails, so saye,— 








“Taat fe scarcely likely, Gipsy. I shall nob ae terieaih ie 


* You will scarcely form any idea of papa’s 


Oxgtrgocte:- 
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ebaracter and goodness before you go, for he 
returns only two days earlier than the date of 
your departure, and I so wanted you to be good 
friends.” 

* Some life-long friendships have been cemented 
fo less than forty-eight hours, and it may be so in 
our case,” 

“ T hope so,” thoughtfully ; but she does not 
look at him, ber eyes are cast down, and the 
pretty lips are tremulous, 

" Gipsy,” he says, reproachfully, “ you have 
not yet said you are sorry I must go, and courtesy 
alone should make you do that.” 

“I thought we bad foresworn courtesy,” she 
answers, with an attempt at saucinese, which 
proves a great failure. 

Hugh Stamer rises, and lays his hands upon 
the ropes to stay the slight motion. 

“But you are sorry!” he says, confijently, 
aud now Gipsy makes no reply, only does her best 
to screen her face from hia obzervation. 

She is so pretty, so dainty ; and he is so young 
and eager. His heart throbs madly against his 
side; he stoops and suddenly kisses the slim 
throat, which flushes under his caress, 

No words eecapes Glpsy’s lips. She sits 
motionless, with drooped head, and the little 
bands lying upon her lap tremble like leaves in a 
eummer wind. 


“ Gipsy,” Hugh seys, in an agitated whieper, 


** are you angry? 

One little hand flutters up to his, bub she 
cannot speak, Still her answer must be highly 
satisfactory, for the yourg man repeats his offence, 
only this time vpon the pretty mouth. Then he 
lifte her from her seat, and she stands, a small 
elim figure beside him, her head scarcely reaching 
his broad shoulder. 

He does not ask her for any vows, he does not 
even question if she loves him ; perhaps he knows 
auch queetions would be superfluous. However 
that may be, he keeps his arm about her, and lifts 
her face from the hiding-place that his breast 
affords, 

There are tears in her eyes, and seeivg them 
Hugh rejoices, knowing what has brought them 
there, feeling the parting which must come will 
be as grevious to her as to him. 

He draws her arms about his neck, and bends 
down until hie face is bowed upon the glory of 
her dark hair. 

“My little love, my bonnibel ; bid me stay 
and I will obey you, even at the risk of offending 
my father.” 

“* No,” she says, tremnlously. ‘' You must go, 
Mr. Stamer,” 

“Hagh, if you please. Sweetheart, from to- 
day you must be my first and last consideration ; 
and it shall nob be long before I return to you. 
T shall tell niy father all about you on my arrival 
at New York, and he will probably hasten my 
returo,” 

She does not see the little grim smile that 
plays about bis mouth, or ebe might feel some 
fear as to his father’s reception of the news. 

“Bat you must tell him we are r, very 
poor, Perhaps he won't be so plessed at your 
choice when he knows that. You said he adores 
money. What else shall you tell bim? That I 
am es and ignorant, but that—that you love 
me!” 

Hough laughs, 

“T ehall certainly say nothing about stupidity 
and ignorance. 1 shali tell him you are thé 
daiutiest, prettiest little piece of womanhood in 
all England, that your eyes are bright as stars, 
your voice as sweet as——” 

“Oh, hush |” erles Gipsy, covering her esrs. 
“You will make me eo very vain that I shall 
become unbearable,” and she lifte her bright, 
saucy face with a roguish smile, and Hugh, being 
only mortal, seizes the opportunity to kiss her 
once again. 

“You are a very bold boy,” she says, vividly 
blushing, “and I don’) know what punishment 
you de erve,” 

Ho whispers something which heightens her 
colour still more, and she makes a feint of 
leaving him, only he has her so securely in hiv 
arms that escape is impossible, 

From the garden Ted's voice is heard calling 
them loudly and Gipsy hastens to smooth her 








hair, and arrange her tuffied laces. Then she 
says, swiftly,— 

“Hugh, don’t tell the boys yet; they will 
tease me so unmercifully.” 

“I did not iatend doing so. Iam waliing for 
your father’s arrival. I shall epeak to him first, 
and can only hope I may make a favourable 
impreesion on him.” 

“ Ob, I’m sure you will,” emphatically. “ He 
is not hard to please, and he never denies me 
suytbing.” 

They return to the garden together, and 
are greeted by Ted in a most unceremonivus 
fashion. 

“Hullo! here you are, Would it trouble you 
too much to remember that some foiks have 
healthy appetites, and that we lunch at one?” 

* We are above such earthly considerations,” 
laughs Hugh, whilst Gipsy looks very conscious ; 
“and really it is so hot, we were tempted to 
remain in the meadow until sundown.” 

The four then adjourn to the house, Gipsy 
hastening to her room to put a few touches to 
her dress, a new ribbon about her slin waist, a 
freeh flower at her throat. 

For a few minutes Ted and Frank are left 
alone together, Tue former eays anxlously,— 

“TI begin to wish you had not brought Stamer 
here for Gipsy’s sake, You know he may mean 
nothing by bis marked attentions to her, but she 
accepta them as earnest, and I am inclined to 
belleve ie far from indifferent to him.” 

“He is too good a fellow to play fast-and- 
loose with any girl,” Frank answers, warmly, 
** and it would be a splendid match for Gipsy.” 

“ What weuld old Stamer say to the alliance ! 
From all I have heard from Hugh he is not a 
long remove from a miser; at all events, he 
worships gold with all his heart.” 

Then, as their guest enters, conversation drifts 
Into another channel, and it is not again resumed, 
as Frank leaves the following morniog, his holl- 
day having expired, and Ted does not care to 
open bis mind to Alf. 

When Frank is gone Hugh saunters into the 
garden, and, fnding a shady nook, throws him- 
self upon the grass, and begins to read a letter 
he has drawn from his breast pocket, 

There is a frown on the young man’s Brow, 
and the line of b's lips grows hard under the 
pr moustache as he lingers over the written 
words,— 


“Dsar Huas,— 

“I confess myself annoyed to find you 
are staying with Julian Rossiter, but, of course, 
you were utterly ignorant of his antecedents ; it 
remains for me to enlighten you upon that point. 
Long ago, before I left England, I knew the man ; 
we were friends for many years, and our fitat 
quarrel took place when your mother rejected 
him for my sake. 

“But after awhile the difference was part 
forgotten, and intercourse between us renew 
At that time the Callisford mines were opened 
and we both speculated, but Rossiter to a most 
foolish extent, 

“The result was that I lost a few hundreds, he 
almost allbe had; and he accused me of havio 
led him into the affair, He was compelled to sell 
his estates, I purchased them, and sold them 
again at a good profit to Lord Bradburne. 

“ From that hour we were deadly enemies ; but 
this did not affect me fn the least, as immediately 
after your mother died I left England for here, 

* Under your present name Rostiter, of course, 
does not recognise you, as I only assumed it when 
a fclend of mine died, leaving me the bulk of his 
fortune. 

“Your true mame is Danesworth, of the 
Sussex branch of Danesworth, [I must re- 
quest you at once to leave Rossiter’s house, as 1 
would not have you accept bis hospitality one 
hour longer than is actually necessary: By-the- 
way, so faras my memory serves me, he had a 
daughter who, if she still lives, must be of mar- 


ble age. 

“ Pray do not allow yourself to get entangled 
with her, as such a unfon could be productive of 
nothing but dissension between us ; and I frankly 
own, unless you marry to please me, you will re- 





ceive nothing from me. 


sol nod, aaa - pee 
fc to m , is ex 

weil, oud uok tae Cum fortune would 
add considerably to yours, when your youth 
has passed you will find nothing fo of value but: 


Phat. cong. twig phe Meningie om 
at the latest, when I 

be arranged without delay. I do nop intend 
Annabel to falls prey te any needy adventurer, 
“ Ycur affectionate father, 


“Jscos Daxssworts Sawer.” 
Hugh rises, his brow very dark, a sombre look 


in bis eyes. 

“Must tell Rossiter [know his past? Must 
Iconfess my real name and parentage to him, and 
probably lose yoo Is it compatible with 
honour to hide 1 But, if 1 do, how can 
I ask Rossiter to give his daughter to a penniless: 
fellow, with neither trade or tong to fall 
back upon? As for Annabel, I’m hanged if f 
marry her, let come what>will! The only way 
out of the quandary is to make a clean breast of 
oe Seces aie ey ad reat to Providence. 

t give up Gipsy, I won't 

His face softens.then, and when he hears her 
step upon the path, ber clear voice calling him, 
“A Wh sy S hbahes vier long; 

“ Why have you you away 80 ; 
dear?” she asks, ashe joins her. ‘ Od, I believe 
you’ve been napping.” 

“Indeed, no!” he answers, more gravely than- 
usuel, “I have been thinkiog over one or two 
unpleasant matters, and endeavouriug to see my 
way oub of the difficulty.” 

“Amin any way connected with it?” wist- 

fully. 
“Not directly,” he answers, feeling a lie Is ex- 
cusable if it will save her pain; “it was only » 
message I received from my father, which annoys 
and perplexes me a trifle,” 

May I know what it is 1” she questions, and? 
he answers lightly, “he merely expressed a wi:l> 
that I should return at once, as Annabel has lef? 
school, and he Is auxious for us to meet, He had 
rather hoped that we should marry, but, of 
course, he will understand now that cannot be.’ 

“ Will he be very angry with us?” to 
him ina sudden sccess of fear. ‘ Will he insist 


that you shall marry ber ?” 
* No, love, no; and even if he did I should re- 
fuse. Lam my own master. But, , if he 


my 
should (and it Is best to think of contin- 
gencien) would my altered position affect your 
love 

“No; oh! my dearest, not” catching his 
hand and it, 


* And you are wil to wait for me, even for 
years? Beeause in a case I should have wy 
way to make,” 

“I would walt for you,” the girl says, simply, 
“until we have both grown old ; but I will never 
love you less, nevér be false to you. Love, love, 
I am frightened ; {t seems that 9 cloud has come 
over our lives, which, perhaps, may never pats 
away.” 

He clasps the slim form closer, 

“ You dear little goose, what ails you? I wih 
I had said nothing to you about my father's 
foolish whim ; reet assured that I am yours now 
and for ever, and when he see you he will love 


ou. 

F So he strives, with pardonable sophistries, to 
calm her fears and bring back the smiles to the 
pretty lips, avd his efforts certainly meet with @ 
reward, for long before the en noon has come 
Gipsy is her old bright self, fall of laughing 
railery, of pretty, coquettish tricks, and loving 
tender ways, 

She bas as many moods as an April day. This 
bonny daughter of “old Rossiter’s” is a trific 
wayward and capri , as is natural, when one 
remembers how from infancy she has-been the 
spoiled and petted dariiog of the household. 

Bat her heart is true and fond, hor nature 
‘essentially sweet and unselfish, so that in ber 


beam.” 
How swiftly the days which follow that declara- 
tion of love pass! How bright they are, for 





Hugh obstinately ignores all unpleasant things 


home she is commonly known as the “Sun-. 
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whilat with her, and only at night gives himself 
up to disag reflectione, 

At last the evening comes for Mr. Rossiter’s 
return, and Hugh has. determined be will say 
no to him concernirg his love for Gi 
— ode ys forty oe hea Be fy stage oy 
hi that in -eight © may win 
pig her father's favour, é 

It ise glorious evening, and Ted has gone with 
Alf to meet Mr, Rossiter. 

Gipsy sits apy ar ecg a weeping ash, 
both apparently intent upon Pve’s poems, but 
208 pet yor the girl's eyes wander from the 
page and the warm colour steals slowly into her 
face; presently the smiles begin to dimple her 
eheeke and play about her moutb, until at last 
she laughs outright, 

Hugh looks up in surprise. 

A oo is it, Gipsy? May I not share the 
fant” 

“Oh, yes,” laughing still. “I was only 
wondering how papa will receive the news, and 
at the thought of his perplexity my gravity broke 
down. Why, he looks upon me quite as a child.” 

Hugh's face does not reflect the merriment on 
hers, and he heaves a deep sigh as he says,— 

“I wish the ordeal was over, so that I knew 
the worat.” 

She puts her arms abont his neck. 

** You silly boy,” she says, aoftly ; “ what have 
you to fear? He will love you if only for m 
sake, and when he knows you well he will thin 
with me that you are the noblest, deareat in 
the whole world. How grave you are!” cet 
—_ “Tbardly know you in this Sabbati 


m 

“Oh!” drawing suddenly away from him; 
oe ! Here is Harry March.” 

As she speaks the garden-gate fs swung open, 
—s young man of rather pleasing appearance 
ep 

He glances at the flushed face of the girl, the 
annoyed e in Hugh’s eyes, and he knows 
in that instant how it is with them, But iff he 
feels any surprire, if any pain stirs at his heart, 
he makes no sign, but advances smiliogly, and 
with outetretched hand. 

"“T should rot have come this evening, know- 
ing your father is return Miss Gipsy, but Mr, 
Hanlan asked me to call with a messsge to Ted, 
and I could fiad no reason why I should excuse 
myself,” 

“Ted Is owt ; he and Alf have gone to meet 
father, Won't you stay uvtil they return! They 
will be pleased to see you,” 

“No, thank you; I must be getting home; 
but I'll come round early in the morning.” 

A few more words paas between them, then 
coe March takes his leave, and the lovers are 
alone 
aon is a momentary sileuce, broken by 


ug 
“ That fellow fs a good sort, and ths only rival 
of whom I need be jealons, Take care you don’t 
tall into your old weakness whilet I am away, and 
flirt with bim,’’ ae 

“Ob!” says Gipsy, loftily, "my reformation 
ie far too real for that ; flirtation has no charm for 
me now! But wheu you grow weary of, and 
decertp me, I shall most certainly decline upon 
Harry Mareb, He has one great recommenda- 
tion in my eyes, which fs, he has no living rela- 
tives. Ob! I wish you had not! everything 
would be ao smooth then! But, as it is, T am 
afraid ; and the thought of the future is like a 
nightmare to me,” 

“Then don’s think,” laughing, in 9 somewhat 
foreed way, “Take the gifts the gods send, 
ssking no questionr, and content to live only in 
the present,” 

_‘* That seems Epicurean, and reminds me of 
the motto, ‘Eat, drink, and be merry, for to- 
morrow ye die,’ ” 

“T did not mean it te do ao, But, Gipay, I 
Lave ® vast contempt for folke who are always 
golog ont of thelr way to meet or anticipate 
trouble. So long as one is cheerfu!, and keeps a 
brave heart, things never Jook so black. Hope ia 
is a good thing alone, but, united to courage, it 
is eublime |" ; 

The sound of footsteps slong the road rouses 
them, and G'psy, starting trom her seat cries, 








“Tt is father! ’’ and darts like a butterfly across 
the garden, 

In an Instant she is in Mr, Rossiter’s arme, 
caressed and caressing, her face glowing, her eyes 
flashing under the raye of tha setting aun. 

As Hugh advances, and maiks the love and 
pride on the elder man’s face, his heart rises 
within him; ‘* Surely,” he thinks, “‘loviog her 
so well, he will deny her nothing that can add to 
her happiness }”’ * 

Mr. Rossiter likes his frank bearing, and wel- 
comes him most cordially; then, hearing how 
near his stay ls to @ close, loudly exclaims, and 
intizts that he shall remain with them at least 
for a week longer, 

“T wish I could,” Hugh says, heartily, “but I 
am due at New York on the third of next month ; 
ps) trust I shall return in the course of a few 
weeks,” and here he involuntarily glances at 
Gipsy, who avoids his look, 

ut the Piney fs intercepted and interpreted 
aright by Mr. Roeslter, who sighs to himself, aud 
wonders, with a sort of vague palin, if G'psy re- 
turns the young man’s love ; and, if «0, how he 
can spare her from the home she has always mace 
to bright ? 

The firab evening pasees pleacantly away. 
Gipsy sivgs to them the quaint old. rongs ake 
knows her father loves, and plays eoft little 
melodies, grateful to the ear, and which Hugh 
will remember to the day of his death, 

She is not a clever musician, as she had said, 
but she plays well enough to please the home- 
circle, and does not ic flict any of those fashionable 
fantasias upon them, in which one has so much 
a:fficulty to discover even a thread of melody 
amidst the endless variations, Her voice, too, 
if not powerful, is sweet ard bell-like ia its 


‘clearness, and Hugh thinks what happiness will 


be his when {t sounds always in his home, 
+» ep nothing but love and tenderness for 


The young man had never known the pleasures 
of a happy home ; his father had always treated 
him with sternness, more befitting a schoolmaster 
than a parent, and of his mother he has bub a 
vague and shadowy memory. His best days had 
been those spent ab Trinity College, Cambridge, 
until indeed, be visited Stokefield, there to find 
the love of his life in ‘‘ old Roeviter’s madcap 
daughter.” 

The next day parees swiftly and quietly by, 
and the last of Hugh’s stay dawns, Gipsy’s 
Png are at a very lowebb, and her lover catches 
: infection of her mood, though in a less 

egree, 


Soon after breakfast they adjourn, as usual, to 
the meadow, where Hugh catches and saddles the 
old grey pony, and lifts Gipsy into the saddle, 
walking by her side round and round the 
meadow, The pony, like Gipsy, is very small, 
so that Hugh's face ia well-nigh level with the 


“girl's, a fact he ig not slow to notice, and take 


advantage of. 

As he leans towards her with a lover-liike 
gesture he is wholly unaware thet Mr. Rossiter fs 
watching them from the garden. 

“Ted!” the latter cails softly to his son, 
* come here,” and when the young man joins 
him he asks, abruptly, ‘Is there anything 
between your sister and Stamer {” 

“ A little afr at present,” rejoins Ted, laughing ; 
“ nothing more substantial.” 

Mr. Rossiter looks vexed. 

**T don’t want any foolery now. Remember, 
we know next to nothing of him, and Gipsy 
} aad 

‘*The apple of your eye, father. Well, 
seriously epeaking, I believe Stamer loves her, 
and she fs not indifferent to him. The only fear 
I have concerniog the affair is that old Stamer 
will ‘turn up rough,’ for he is a miserly ' o! 
hunk,’ and gold is his god.” 

‘* Has young Stamer any property in his own 
right 1” : 

“Novasou, He is entirely dependent vpon 
the old man.” 

** And notrade or profession, Ted! No? Ah! 
that Is bad. Well, I muet hear what the young 
man says, and trust that I may be guided aright 
in my decision for Gipay’s sake.” 

“ Yes, she must be our firat consideration,” Ted 








answers, gently, for the girl is the light of the 
home, the pride of their hearts. 

This eveving Gipsy dresses wilh especial care, 
because this is the last time Hugh will see her for 
mavy dayy, and she wishes him to carry away the 
memory of her as ahe appeared at her beat,- So 
she cofle the dark masses of hair about her small 
head, fastening them witha pearl dagger. Her 
Gress is white, and of some gavzy material, 
trimmed with lace and white ribbons; at her 
waist and bosom she wears clusters of vivid 
searlet poppies, and about her throat a string of 
fine pearls, almost the only ornament eaved from 
the wreck of their fortunes, 

As she enters the dining-room, her face softly 
flushed, her eyes bright, yet tender, Hugh’s heart 
sinks, les> after all their love and longing heshali 
lose this dainty, wineome girl, aud he fears to 
think what a long life spent without her may 
mean. 

he is very quiet throvghout the meal, and 
both father and brothore forbear to question or 
tease her, because her secret has grown so very 


palpabie of late, and they know what the coming. 


parting means for her ; at least, they believe so 
now, 

Afterwards she walks with Hugh in the garden, 
and the ready tears will rise and fall as he spoake 
of to-morrow, and she can find small comfort in 
bis assurance that he will rejoin her in a few 
weeks, 

t is late when they go in, and Gipsy slips up- 
staira to her room. Hugh enters the drawing- 
room, where he finds Mr, Rossiter. 

“T wish to speak to you, sir.” 

© Very well. Sit down. One can talk mor 
comfertably so,” 

Ted and Alf go out, and father aud lover are 
alone | 


CHAPTER Iti, 


TRE yourg man hesitetes a gioment, then 
takes the chair Mr. Rossiter indicates; he fe 
evident)y confased, and not a trifle anxious, 

“ What is it you have to eay, Stamer?” ques- 
tions Gipsy’s father, 

Then Hugh epeaks with » frank maeniiness 
which is, perhaps, his greatest) charm, and 
recommends him to Mr. Rossiter’s favour. 

“I want you to understand, sir, that I love 
your daughter and have spoken to her. I, per- 
haps, should have waived for your consent, but 
you were once young yourself, and will remember 
that one cannot always control one’s impulses 
and affections,” 

“J have seen that there fs more than mere 
friendship between Gipsy and yourself, and was 
prepared for this, Wiil you tell me what she 
says about the matter?” 

“She bade me come to you, sir; she is willing 
to trast me.” 

“You, of course, know I can give her no 
dowry ; if you take her it must be for herself 
and herself only,” 

“That is alll wish. May I regard myself as 
her accepted suitor }” 

‘You forget,” with « slightly whimsical 
smile, “that as yet I kuow nothing of you, 
eave that your father is a reputed millionaire. 
Have you thought that be mey be unwilling 
to receive an almost penniless girl into his 
family $” 

“I have thought of that,” flushing deeply, 
because he remembers his father’s advice not to 
get ‘entangled with Rossiter’s daughter,’ "and 
I feel bound .to tell you how matters are with 
me. My father has determined I shall marry 
my cousin, Mis Annabel Frost, an heiress, but 
when he sees the girl I have choeen he can but 
consent to our union, Still, 1 have considered 
the pros and cons of the case, and should he 
resent my conduct there je nothing for me but to 
gain my own livelihood as best I may ; but Gipsy 
has promised to weit for me until I can provide 
her a home,” 

“So, so,” smiling; “you youngsters have 
arranged all these trifling details withoud my 
assistance. But,” with a touch of pride, “‘ Mr. 
Stemer mrst be made te understand that » 
Roseiter doez not give his divghter to any 
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stuut huwever Wealthy he may be, anless he bax 
av Other acd more solid recommendation than 
nes, which may take wiogs 00 themselves at 

y Joment, Can you tell me novhing of your 

‘miiy ? a 

* Very litole, sir, and I am afraid, from some- 
ntog I have recently beard from my father, that 
tictie will nob impress you favourabiy. I debated 
ru way own miod if [ should be justified in with 
nolting it from you, but have.determined to 
suske # clean breast of it, feeling nothing good 
‘™e ever Come of conceaitment ” 

Whiist he speaks, Mr. Rossiter regards him 
verplexedly, and when he bas finished cays,— 

** Of whom is ip that you reniind me? In the 
‘ast few days [ have found myxelf wondering 
« [could have seea you before. Your eyes and 
vue trick of your smile both ecem so familiar 
wo me,” 

Hogh flashes hotly. 

“ You knew my mother, vir; and people say 
that IT am like her. Uatil a forvight since I 
had no reason to believe my name was other than 
Stawer # 

Mr It ssiter interrupts him hastily. 

“* What was your motber’a name?” 

* Violet Crosbie ; my father is Jacob Daues- 
worth, of the Suzsex branch of the family.” 

Such a look of loathing and hate flashes Into 
Mr Rogsiter’s eyes, such quivering rage twitches 
ahrour his lips, that Hugh ig more than a little 
startied, 

"Good Heavens! You-——his son, my girl’s 
lover! Ib is too horrible! ” 

“Sir, I know all. My father told me the true 
reason for this enmity between you.” 

That fis false,” coldly, “Jacob Danesworth 
could never speak the truth under any circum- 
atances.” 

“I musb beg you to remember I am his 
eon,” 

“Tam unlikely to forges that; I wish I had 
known itsoover. Now I can only hope that Gipsy, 
being young, will suifer no great barm, and is 
time love a man to whom 1 can give her with 
perfect trast,” 

“Do you mean,” and Hugh's voice was harsh 
with fear, “do you mean, sir, that you will not 
give ber to me?” 

“ That is precissiy what I wigh you to under- 
stand, Personally I like you, but there fs bad 
blood in your veiuas, and soon or late it will show. 
Thea Heaven help wy poor gtrl, if she should be 
your wife!” 

** You would extend your hate of my father to 
me—prolong the feud until our houses are like 
those of Montagu and Capulot, Both you snd 
Mr, Danesworth Steamer are willing to sacrifice 
the happinces of your children to gratify a per- 
sona! hate-—” 

‘Silence | You are ignorant of the wrongs I 
have cuffered at that man’s hands, Sit down, 
and listen patiently a moment whilet I tell you 
my version of the story, which you may believe 
or not, as it pleases you. You have your mother’s 
eyes and emile, but for that I would not stoop t» 
explain to a child of his.” 

All the while he speakain low and concentrated 
tones. His face, usually eo pleasant to look upon, 
seems suddenly forsilised, aad his eyes are full of 
malignant rege. 

**T was Violet Crosbie’s accepted lover, but 
your father (my #o-called friend) won her from 
me by lies and subtleties, until in a moment of 
pique she married him, to regret it her whole 
life-long. He was poor (comparatively), and I 
rich. So when the Callisford mines were opened, 
he came to me and borrowed moneys ostensibly 
to purchase shares, 

“I did not then know his treachery, and al- 
though he had married the only woman I ever 
loved he was very dear to me, partly for his own 
sake and partly for hers. 

“I, too, had martied ; and my wife, a good, 
true woman, warned me againat my friend, 
With. woman's iustinct she read him aright ; but 
I, like a bliad fool, trusted to him, and what I 
thought my own superior judgment, so working 
into his hands, snc makiug shipwreck of my life 
aud fortune. Day by day he came to see me with 
stories of the fortunes to be realised through the 








Cailisford mines, and told me that he should pur- 
chase other shares. 

“Gipsy was born then, and I thought I should 
like to add to her fortune, which would be small, 
owing vo the fact that I had also three boys to 
provide for. So I bought shares langely. 
dreamed dreams of fabulous wealth ; 
one morning to find that they were valueles+, 
aud I a beggar, save for my wife's small 
incore, 

“I transpired, too, that Jacob Danesworth 
had invested but very little in the concern, and 
that when he was requested to render in the ac- 
counts (he was treasurer to the company) he 
refused todo do eo, He fled the country fo 
weerecy, avd probably assumed the name of 
Stamer the further to disguise his identity, But 
before his defalcationa were discovered my home 
was inthe market; he bought {t, and sold it 
again at immense profit to Lord Bradburne. 
Alvogether he netted a very considerable eum. 
Before he went your mother and I accidentally 
met, and I then learnt by what falsshoods she 
had been betrayed, and knew, poo, that she 
loved me stili; © o kad wledge of her husband’s 
treachery and crime doubtieaw hastened her end, 
She died before he could get her away. 

“Judge now for yourself, Hagh Stamer, ff I 
would give my child to the son of such a fiend as 
my ove-time seeming friend.” 

“Will you condemn us both to suffer for my 
father's sin?” Hugh aske, hoarsely; “and how 
can I tell if your statement is true? I must 
have proofé before I believe such wild acou- 
sations.” 

“You want proofs—you shall have them.” 

Soill with the same stony deliberation, he rises, 
and opening a desk tekea from it a letter written 
on highly. gis«sed paper, and still retaining a faint 
odour of lilies, The wri ia in a delicate, 
feminine baod, which Hugh fustantly recognises 
as his mother’s, from old letters he had once 
found in her drawers, 

Mechanically be reada,— 


“ My Duar Farenp,—-When we spoke together 
yesterday you learned that I was not falee to you 
as once [ séemed, Now, alas! I must beg you 
to pardon my husband even a greater sin-than 
his early one ageinst you—for my boy's sake I 
ask this great boon of you. From his own lps 
T learned lash night that he has systematically 
worked your ruin to revenge himself on you for 
having won and kept my love, More I dare nob 
eay; but wheu you think of me let your thoughts 
be kind, for my lot fa very heavy—my heart is 
broken. 

"Viotat Daxgsworta.” 


Hagh sinks into a chair, and buries his face in 
hisarms. Nota word, note groan bursts from 
him, and Mr, Rossiter stands over him with an 
expression akin to triumph in his eyes. 

In this hour the man’s whole nature is trans- 
formed, and he can even take pleasure In Hugh’s 
misery aod shame. 10 seems part-payment for 
the years of argulsh he hai suffered through 
Jacob Daneswortb. 

Thus be stands, with knitted brows and 
flashing syes. Suddenly he reaches forward, 
and touches the young man lightly upon the 
shoulder, 

“You will forget soon,” he says,coldly. “ You 
are his son!” 

“Aud my mother’s! For her sake, by all the 
lov2 you bore her, by all her anguish, and her 
broken heart, have compassion upon me! For 
Gipsy’s sake I will forego parent, home and 
wealth. Try mo—test me as you will—only 
don’t forbid me to hops. Think a moment what 
your decision will mean for Gipsy! If my misery 
is nothing to you—if my entreaties fall to touch 
you—eurely you will not be blind and deaf to 
hers.” 

“ She is a Roasiter ; and when she knows the 
stein upon your came, the treachery and guilt 
of your father, she will feel with me that such 
a union as you propose can never be. I am sorry 
for you; bab you must suffer for Jacob Danes- 
worth’s crimes.” 

*Yeb the Mosaic law was long ago repealed, 
and I have heard that the ‘sins of the fathers 
shall not be visited upon the children,’ " 


, and 
woke |. 





He stretches out one hand to Mr. Rossiter; it 
trembles like a weak woman's, and the velus are 
blue and swollen, 

“T bave said all that is necessary. My decision 
is final,” ‘ 

ry oe a t your door, and 

w a 
rg gree nnn ag sicuha tp 
u ‘ou to 
bear on ay #0 that leavea. home ia 
secrecy with you.” . 


self, 

“'Thaoks for the concession, In three years 
she will forget her girlish love-dream. I have-no 
fears on that score,” 

Hugh moves to the window and looks out, 
His face Is heyeprersahag. ise Ph oe it & 

midnig a ‘“ Long a a there, 
Gnill the silence of the room grows paloful, and 
Mr, Rossiter breaks in by saying, inconse- 
quently,— 

ugh terns amis siirblls Wn inching tthe 

rns an 
moment so like the dead Violet na Jullan Rossiter 
had last seen her that for a epace his heart re- 
lents ; but he gives no siga of this 


E 
£ 


leave here with all posstble 
give me shelter for to-night, and grant me an in- 
terview with Gipsy in the expos It is not 
much to ask of a man who has on 

with a bitter laugh. ‘'One other favour I have 
to beg. Perhaps you will grant it for the sake 
of the love you professed to feel for 

“Young man, the world has 

roughly for me to wince under the gibes of an 
angry fellow-creature, Ask what you will, and 
= is in my power to grant it I will—for her 


2. 

“Then before we (Gipsy and I) meet, tell her 
this story ss you haye told it me. Leb her 
koow why I seb her free—for the present.” 

“Tt would bs well f 
norance of the reasons for which I decline to 
receive you asaeon. Pity may keep her love 
alive the longer, and {t is ex] tj she should 
forget.” 

You expect too great a sacrifice from me ; if 
you will not explain ali 1 myself will do so, She 
may know me as the son of a fortunate felon, she 
may learn all my shame, but she shall never 
believe me false. Perhaps she, too, will hate me 
—for I do nob doubt you will tutor her well— 
but she cannot despise me.” 

“JY will do as you wish, Mos) men would 
have made a different choice to yours, but let it 
be as you will,” : 

Hugh moves to the door ; there he pauses and 
looks full into the other's eyes. 

“T have a conviction that you will regret this 
night’s work ; for Gipsy’ssake 1 hope it msy nod 
be so, No, thauk you, we will not go through 
the farce of shaking hands, I do not feel psr- 
ticularly grateful or affectionate towards you.” 

He goes out and upstairs, slowly and heavily, 
to hie room, There are tiny tables scattered 
here and there, each with ite vase of sweet- 
scented flowers, which her hands have arranged ; 
the window is open and the clustering honey- 
suckle creeps in to add its perfume to that of 
the gathered flowers. { 

Hagh sits down and pashes aside the curtains, 
looks down upon the fair garden where he and 
Gipsy have so often walked, but where the will 
never walk again. A grosn breaks from his lps, 
end he clenches pry in his.Impotent rage 
and revolt against fate, yh s 

** Ts ft Fah to know the name of which 
f have besa so proud is stained by treachery and 
theft (for it was theft) ; is it not encugh to know 


this, without having the loss of my love added to - 


burden 3" 
Thus his thovghte run, aud bls heart fa very 
bitter against all the world, It seems to him in 
this hour that every man’s haad is against him 











THE LONDON READER, 


223 








of cocks, the lowing of the cows in the onto 
beyond; nothing is changed—nothing save life for 
theee two lovers, 


Hugh rises and tosses his things into a port- 


manteau, then waits until the breakfast-bell 
ring; much if Gipsy is yeh down, he 
goes to the -room bo find it untenanted, 
save by Ted and Alf. 

Both greet blm cordially. It Is evident his 
father’s crimes have not altered their regard for 
him. Ted excuses Mr. Rositer on the plea 
that he feels Stamer would rather see him no 


more. 


“ And ? ” the oung man uestions. 
glancing a with wae he a ’ 
I voice so changed, 


His face is so 
that Ted aays im een 

"Don's take it too much to heart, old fellow, 
it must come right in the end, and Gipsy will 
869 you at nine a the meadow.” 

Alf a him to eat, plies bim with all 
manuer of viands, but all to ho e, and at 
last in mercy they leave him to own most 
bitter re s, He seizes an early oppor. 
tunity to leave them, aud makes his way at once 
to the meadow, 

As he enters he tees Gipsy, and hearing the 
gate swing back, she turns. When he sees the 
change one night of anguish has wrought in her, 
the fear and woe in her lovely eyes, his manhood 
melts, and he stretches out his hands to her with 
a groan. With alow wild cry she runs to him, 
throws her arms about him, sobbing madly, 

* Do not, do not leaye me! Oh! Hugh, take 
me with you-—-tske me with you !’’ 

When knows she does nob hate him, or 
shrink from him, when he feels that his father’s 
sin has nob weakened her love, half the burden 
is lifted from his heart, He raises her face 
between his hands and kisses ft again and again. 

“Love, my bonny love! This hae made no 
difference in your regard t” 

* Yes, yes, it has ; for now I love you more 
fondly, more. deeply, than before, because— 
because I pity you, Ob, my poor Hugh | Oh, 
my heart | iy beach how cruel life is” 

Cruel—ah! yes, and this is but ber first 
draught of the bitter waters, She has yeb to 
learn, by terrible experience, that one woe 
follows another fn swift suecession, that the 
evil predominates over the. good in this world. 

* Tell me,” she says faintly, “what you will 


do} Are you with me because my father 
has trantid inotrte kenshle #7 


‘‘ Angry, child, no ; but it fs very terrible that 
we must seffer fur a ein singed seventeen years 
8go ; that through no fault of our own we must 
be parted for ever,” 

‘No, wo! Oh, do nob say for ever! How 
shall I live without you ? , surely father 
will relent when he sees how you are to 
me; and you, dear Hugh, will not allow Mr, 
Stamer to come between ws.” 

“No, love, I owe him no obedience and no 
love, with gathering scorn in hia eyes,“ You 
are first and last, best and dearest with me now 
and for all time. How bitter your heart must 
worn selec v0 qubes 

“Tt fe 5 but, , the hour is 80 iy 
let us forget him and ¢ of ourselves and 
our future, Oh)” g down suddenly, 


bh; Iam too young to be so very, very 
ae) young 


As she clings to him, and os her tears fall 
fast npon his handa, be is tempted to forget the 
ise he has given Mr. Romsiter. How can he 
ve her so lonely, s0 crushed with thia her first 
trial? He knowe what she has yet to learn, 
that this hour, teite anguish, is less cruel 
than the months of waiting, of suspense and fear 
that she must endure; but he dare not hint at 
this, and be resolutely ~ from hia the temp- 
tation that has assailed him so fiercely. 

“Gipey,” he says hoareely, “ listeu, dariing, 
to see you again until you are of age, 
t is a» long time to wait, bub we are young, 

e@ shall be faithful each to the other, and 
so soon as you have attained your msjority I 
will come for you, and in the meauwhile I 
shall be working hard to win so independent 
standing for myself, Rest sceured, darling, I 
will no lopger touch money I now know was 
obtained by fraud and treachery. Heaven grant 
I may one day reatore it all to you. Oh, love |” 
as her heavy sobs break the sweet stillness of 
the summer “for my sake, be brave, 
TI cannot leave you t my darilvog heart ; this 
fs more cruel even I imagined.” 

The amall figere clasped e0 closely fo bis arms 
is writhing with emotion, and sobs seem to con- 
vulse. her, Hugh’s honest face is white and set, 
hfs teeth clenched, He feels miserably ; he can 
nroate fot consolation i, in this hour of supreme 

lg are ao cold and in uate to tell 
all that is In hie heart. So he page yh 
is spent with weeping, then he leads her to the 
trunk of « fallen tree, and eitting down draws her 
beside him, 

“T must be going soon, little wifie,” he saya, 
*'and I want you to Msten to me for a moment. 
When I am away your father will pnenly 
meiterate my father’s crimes, and endow me wit 
like attributes, until you will be ashamed of your 
cholce,”” 

“No, nol” she interrupts, passionately, “ and 
I have frequently Keard that tone resemble their 
mothers most-—-your mother was a good wontan.” 

“Thank you, Gipsy,” he saye, gratefuliy, “ but 
you must let me finish what I feel it is my duty 
to state clearly,. There must be no misunder- 
standing between us, It ie your father’s wish 
that we should not correspond—can you stand 
the test of absence and silence for nearly three 
years? Remember, you will have ample time to 
reflech upon the step you have taken, to weigh 
my merite (if I havé any) against my faults, and 
contrast the dishonour under which I live with 
your own unsullied rame and Integrity.” 

**If you, too, had sinned, I should love you 
still with all my heart and with all my life.” 

He atoops to kise the cheeks so flushed and 
swollen with weeping, then reaume:,— 

“ Other men, my dear, will covet the prize I 
have won, will offer you perhaps more than I can 
ever for Tam not going back to a life of 
wealth and indolence, and in may be you will 
learn xt last that Iam not first with you, No, 
do not speak yet. In such a cace, my love, you 
will write me to that effect, for I could not endure 
to believe you mine, and returning to claim you 
find you had given yourself to abother man, I 
leave you my address, and ab any time, when I 
have left my father's house, Annabel wiil forward 
me what letters arrive, Remember, too, my 
darling, that I not blame you over-much 
(because you are very young, and unused to the 
ways of the world), neither will I spoil my life 
because you are lost to me, And now—and now 
it must be good-bye.” 

He catches her to him in a madness of love 
and avguish, His frank, honest face shows very 
white and miserable in the fuli glow of the 
August sun ; hers is hidden on his breast, 

"Kiss me,” he says, hoareely, “kiss me, my 
heart!” 

Heart to heart, lip to lip, thus they stand, 
feeling all the world is against them and joy is 
a thing of the long ego pxst. Theo Gipsy leans 
back a Hbtle, looks into his face with tear-filled 
eyes. 

“TI will never fail you, but day by day I will 
love. yom more dearly, more truly, You have 


=8 
: 





“I cannot bear this misery, I am not strong 








called me your wife, and in Heaven's eyes I be- 





lieve Iam. Oh, Hogh! oh, my love! how can 
I be falae to you?” 

There has been a long, long silence ; the dragon 
flies are sporting on the stream, the birds are 
singing gaily all around, 

Gipsy lifts her head and looks out throrgh her 
tears upon the lovely world, with eyes that fail 
to take in the beauty of it. She presses her hands 
to ber temples in a bewildered way, then laughs 
lowly, bivterly. 

“Go, go! Why do you stay, seeing we must 
parb? Go, before | am mad with pain!” 

He strains her to him, jaye hia lips once again 
to hers, then, with a groan, pute her away and 
hastens from the meadow, not daring to look 


back, 

Gipsy watches him until he disappears in the 
house, then she flings herself down among the 
long, luch grass, and laoghe long and softly. it 
ia here that Ted finds her. 

“Come in, dear,” he says, gently. “ Hugh 
has gone.” 

She looks at him blenkly, then suffers him to 
lift. her in his arms and carry ber into the 
house, nob knowing that all her happy days are 
over, 


CHAPTER IY, 


In a handsome room ofa palatial house in New 
York, two men stand face to face-—father and son 
—-but as unlike in feature as in character. The 
young mania very white and stern, travel-stained 
too, and in his haggard eyes isa gloomy look, 
wholly new to them, 

The father is visibly agitated ; fb may be, de- 
spite all past harshness, he fs really proud aad 
fond of his son ; it may be, too, that his crime 
has suddenly become odious to him, now thad it 
is known to the young man. 

However this may be, he trembles and quails 
under the fixed regard of those miserable eyes, 

He aske, in a quavering voice,— 

“ And you have determined to leave mo ; you 
elect a life of poverty ia prefereuce to one of 

t ” 


“T have given you my final answer ; I wilt not 
live on the proceeds of crime. When I lesve your 
house to-day I leave it for good, unless, indeed, 
you will restore to Julian Rossiter what you 
rébbed him of so long ago.” 

' Mr, Stamer (for by this name he insists upon 
belog known) breaks into @ tremulous kind of 


passion. 

“*Tt waa all fofr! I awear it was! It was only 
&@ struggle for supretoacy—-and I won ; I had the 
brains, and that poor fool the money! Have J 
been so bad a father that you will believe any lie 
Rossiter may choose to tell t” 

“T believe my mother’s writtea word,” coldly ; 
“T could not rely even upon your oath.” 

“ And may I inquire how you intend to live $” 
with a sneer, 

“T hardly know yet; I only feel that I am 
strong enowgh, and eufficiently in earnest, to 
win a place for myeelf in the world,” . 

“ You understand, that fo the hour you leave 
me you forfeit a}! claim to my remembrance ; 
that not one farthing of my wealth shail come to 

ou q ”» 
" Iem aware of that. You fear I should refund 
what you gained by so much crime, I know 
now why you left Eogland; and I wish to 
Heaven I had died before I learned what manner 
of man you are!" 

Mr, Scamer winces under the words. For a 
moment pride struggles with psrental love—he 
ig growing old, and vhere is nove to love him if 
this one son turns his back upon him—so, after 
a pause, he says, in a weak voice,— 

"tf T consent to your marriage with Rossiter's 
daughter, will you forego your Quixotic ideas, and 
remain with me 1” 

“T cannot afford to beggar myself of honour ; 
and Rossiter will never give Gipsy tome, When 
ahe comes to me it will be without his approbation 
or consent, Because I am your son and he hates 
me, and is glad to revenge himself upon me.” 

“Then why think of her#” querulously ; 
“there is Annabel; why not marry her! You 
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could nob have the same objection to sharing her 
money as nine—it was made honestly |” 

** If ever I marry, my wife will be Miss Rossiter! 
Pray consider that subject closed. Now I am 
going, father, and, because of tie between us, J 
should like to part with a semblance of friend- 
ahip,"’ and here Hugh offers his hand. 

Dat Mr. Stamer bursts into a-violent passion. 

“Qurse you! Gol May all that you attempt 
prove « failure! May you suffer privation and 
want, so that in the end you crawl to my feed 
and beg for bread!” 

Hugh answers calmly,— 

‘Do not fear thatI shall ever seek assistance 
from you ; if things come to the worst, I can 
break stones slong the roadside, I might sink 
lower, for no man degrades himself by honest 
labour, however menial.” 

"Don’t read me a homily, sir!” shrieks the 
old man; “go, go! I hate you, I—I curse 

oul” 

He falis into hie chair, an inert, helpless, 
frame; and his son, passing out of the room, 
closes the door upon him. 

Hugh would be not a little surprised, could 
he know what follows, when the sound of his 
ateps has died away In the hall, and doubtless 
touched. 

Mr. Stamer rises and drags his weary, feeble 
limbs across the room, and watches from the 
window to see the last of that noble figure as It 
leaves home behind for ever, Hugh issues from 
the houee, and then the old man lifts his hand 
io supplication, and moans out,— 

“Myson, my eon! come back—come back ! 
I will do anything you ask, anything you demand 
—only stay with me, Iam old, and lonely, and 
wrotcbed.” 

Bat his querulous accents do not reach Hugh, 
and be is fain to follow him Into the buay etreet, 
and there entreat him to return. Then a: he 
locks he sees Anvabel coming towards the 
house ; next he notices her quick, glad gesture 
as ashe confronts Hugh, and elips her little hand fo 
his confidingly. How he longs to hear what 
passes between them! Will p a lure him back 
vo home | 

“Hagh,” the girl, says, “dear Hugh, how 
giad I am to see you-—but surely you are ill! 
How white and harassed you look | ” 

He amiles falatly. 

“ Annabel, I should have passed you {o the 
street, You are so changed since we met—‘ so 

wn up,” and @ fashionable young lady, too. 
fo ted to meet a schoolgir! |’ 

“Pain eighteen,’ with pretty demureness, 
“and I am out now.” 

She draws her slim figure to {ts full height, 
and regards him with half-laughiog, balf-serious 
blue eyes, which are clear and candid aaa child's, 
She is very pretty in a blonde way, and there fs 
& sort of appealing look upon her face that has a 
charm for many, and perhaps would exercise 
some Influence upon Hugh, only that his heart is 
given so wholly to Gipsy. 

“ Come back with me to the house,’’ she eays, 
entrestingly. ‘I’ve so much to tell you, and 
a0 many questions to ask.” 

“J shall never come back any more;” then 
briefly he tells her the story of his parting with 
his father, and as .she listens the teare fill her 
forgot-me-not eyes, and rain down her cheeks, 

People pass them, and glance curiously at 
them—the strong, honest-locking young fellow, 
the pretty, fashionably-drewsed girl, Hugh sees 
this and draws her into an unfrequented byway, 
so that Mr. Stamer can see them no longer. 
‘Then he sinks once more into his chair, moaning 
to himself.— 

“ Her volee—her smile—her own boy. Oh! 
my son, my son |” 

“What are you going to dot” questions 
Annabel, after a pause. “You will be very, 
very poor, Hugh, oh! Hugh, I am afraid for 
you,” and she clasps her little, gloved handa 
about bis arm io affectionate solicitude, which 
if he chooses will rapidly develop into love, 
for since her early childhood he had been a 
hero to her, 

“> shall certainly be poor,” he answers, 
gravely, ‘but I intend to turn my one talent 
to account, Oue day I shall be famous.”’ 





“Bat Io the meanwhile how will you live? 
You must have food and clothing. Have you avy 
money at all?” fo sudden fear, 

"A little,” striving to speak cheerfully, 

Annabel suddenly takes out her purse—a daloty 
blue and gold trifle. 

“Take this,” she says, ‘I really do not want 
it, my allowance is so Hberal. Oh! don’t be 
apgry with me. Accept it as loan, and, Hugh, 
if you will give me au address I will forward you 
sufficient to mafotain you until you can 
get cnelere, How proud you are!” petu- 
lantly, as he begins to refase her offer, ‘‘ After 
all, itis only a loan, and you shall psy me Interest 
upon it, ff that is any satisfaction to you.” 

* Upon that condition, then, I accept,” smiling. 
et touched, “‘andI will send you word what I 
ntend doing. At present | think of returniog 

to Eagland. I shall not feel wy changed position 
20 greatly there as here—and I shall be nearer 
the woman [ love.” 

She looks at him blankly, then says, a little 


brokenly, -— 

“ May Heaven be with you, Hugh, wherever 
you go. Now I shali easy good-bye, bub this 
evening I shall hear from you, and will forward 
the loan I spoke of; then with a hand-clasp 
they part, and Hugh saunters into a table, 


but poor part of the city to seek a suit- 
eble to his means. 
+ a a” . * 


Six months have passed, and Hugh has long 
been established iz small but comf le lodgings 
in the nelghbourhood of Leicester. square. 

Thavks to Annabel’s loan he has siffered- no 
privations, although he is compelled to live fru- 
gelly. He does not guess, and will never know, 
how the girl obtained the large sum of many she 
had forwarded him. Afraid to excite her uncle's 
suspicion or gt ye #o gread aaum of 
him, she had disposed of all her most valuable 
jewels, and that without a Was not Hugh’s 
welfare more to her than all precious stones ! 

He, in the meantime, had been pon, pow J 
fortunate ; many of his articles ha their 
way {uto popular journals and dail 
lelaure hours (which are few) he is buaily en- 


His life is a lonely one, but he cheers bicself 
with the thought that each week, each month, 
bring: nearer the time for his meeting with Gipsy, 
and work fs beiog done for her dear sake. 

He #0 hears of her from Frank, who 
“looks him up,” sud now and again tells him the 
Stokefield news. 

Tu ashort time his name begins to be known 
in literary circles; he is spoken ofas a“ man of 
promise,” ‘*a fellow not devold of genius,” and 
rg takes care to acquaint Gipay with these 
acts, 

One morning Hugh Stamer wakes to find him- 
self famous; his novel fs ont, and is already 
creating a wonderful sentation. There is scarcely 
av adverse critic upon it, and Hugh can hardly 
realise such enconiums as are being showered 
upon it can be for him. 

Tae first edition sells with wonderful rapidity, 
end it fe the same with a second and a third, and 
all the reading world is on the qui vive to know 
more of the man who, with one leap, has sprung 
so far up the ladder of fame; looka out anxiously 
for thenew work upon which, report says, he is 
engaged, 

Hugh does not alter bis mode of life now that 
prosperity is coming to him, save that once fn a 
while he accepts an invite to some grandee’s house 
where he is féted and lionlsed as the new author 
who has all but set the Thames on fire, 

Seo another six months passes, and Hugh has 
contrived to repsy Annabel, aud to put by a 
small sum with a view to furnishing a home for 
Gipsy when the time shall come, 

Then his second novel appears, and is more 
warmly recelved even than his first, and hia 
position is established, his fame secure. 

Through all the long months of the pear Anna- 
bel's letters have reached him regularly, but not 
a line comes from his father ; consequently, one 
September day, when he opens a letter in his 
ee he is considerably astonished, It 
runs thas, 





“Jacos Stamen.” 
So it comes. about that Annabel, with ber uncle 


slope gently down to the Thame, 
- Hugh comes end goes how and when he 
00888, 


c. 
3 
ij 
iF 
3 
} 
i 


a astonishment both of Hugh and 
The months fleet quickly by, and when the 
season begins, a lady friend introduces the gir! 
to society, and soon her wealth and her pretti 
ness win for her the title ‘‘ belle of the season.” 
She finds great pleasure in her new life, enters 
into it with a wonderful zest, yet does not lose 
that freshness and simplicity which constitute 
her ¢ charm, neither does she lose her love 
of homely pleasures and domestic pursuits ; and 
yet there is a t changs in her—a change 
which develops beauty, makes {t tenderer, 
graver, more womanly ; and the reason for it is 
that she loves Hagh with all the fervour of a first 
on. 
(Continued on page 232.) 
pn 


LOVE AND LOSS. 


OHAPTER XXI. 


Mas Crort would have been lonely after 
her brother’s departure, bub for fact that 
rn ee Prvnsy Sysop any vo fall — 

ping the nurse to care poor wayfarer 
eo etrangely thrown on her hands. 

As it her anxiety over Lillah was soon 
diaalpated the receipt of a telegram from 
Mr. Rae, announcing that he had found his 
daughter safe fn on, and that they would g» 
on to Liverpool. 

Several days later a short letter followed the 
telegram, saying they bad decided to take a trip 
over to America for an indefinite stay, He be- 
lieved that change of scene was the besh way to 
wean Lillah from her infatuation for Brian Gas- 
coigne, Gs 

No mention was made of the legacy thab had 
so opportunely fallen to Liliah, but Mr, Re 
enclosed a liberal cheque to his sister, and asked 
that she would use some of it in behalf of the 
woman he had brought home that night, stating 
that he had recognised ia her a former servant of 
Lillah's mother, 

Mra. Oroft began to take considerably more 
interest in the invalid when she.legrned this 
interesting fact. 

She had always cherished a lively curiosity 
over Lillah’s mother, and it had never been pro- 


wiedged; but he did nob even possess 6 





pictare of ber, although Mrs. Oroft fancied ‘he 
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Does he live hereabont 1” 
“No,” replied Mrs, Croft. 
Mt maybe?” with veiled anxlety, 
‘ es,” 

“Oh! Ab whose house ” 

“At mine; but he eo to America now,” 
returned Mrs, Croft, succinctly. 

The woman eterted and muttered some in- 
audible words, as though she had received an 
unpleasant surprise, 

“ Perhaps you don’t know that ib was Godfrey 
tse—my brother—who t you in here out 
of the anow that night $” Mrs, Croft. 

“So he saved my life,” Emma Goring mut- 
tered, grimly; “and you say he is your 
brother, Mra, Croft $’” 

“Yes, and he told me he recognised you as a 
former servant. Is it true?” 

“Yes ; I ved with Mrs. Rae two years. It was 
when her eldest child was born. I eup she 
has rinigry children now, ma'am?!” with eager 
inguiry. 


Mra, Oroft stared at her In 

“Then you haven't heard— don’t know— 
that Mra, Rae died when little Lillah was five 
years old, and there never was other child ?” 
Bo Mrs. gyre mpl og tes wg cried 

th sharp regret, while a spasm of pain passed 
— and she sprang excitedly to her 
eek. 


‘‘You must have keen very fond of her,” re- 
marked Mrs. Croft, curiously. 

Fond of her! Ob, yes, naturally. 1 lived 

with her some time, you see, a3 maid of all work. 

‘rs Rae wasn’t rich then, but perhaps he's better 
of now,” with keen interest, 

_ ‘No, and never will be; for it sort of took 
he heart out of him when Lillah’s mother died. 
He brought me the child to rear, and went off 
wanderiog over the world to drown his sorrow.” 





Emma "a glum face relaxed In surprise, 
Bg sage ta 

“ Hump ! I never thought he was so fond of 
arene All the love seemed to be on her 


“Bo she wae fond of him }” 
"Fond ain’b no word for it. She just wor- 
walked on. Her sun 


“ You mean that he had treated his first wife 
bad for her sake-—yes, maybe it was remorse. I 
don’t rightly know the fects, but I heard whis- 
pers,” answered Emma Goring, coolly ; adding : 
“There was something strange about it—bhis in- 
ne ger pray ae Rene get the child was 
born, that ai ough would bring them closer 
together. But, la,” bringing herself up with a 

k, ‘‘ this ie all guess work on my part. Maybe 

i Peighiy acy soe Genk. Bet when 
way, ’'m sorry she’s b where's 
the child 1” 

“Lillah? Her father came and took her away 
while you were ill, Taey have gone to America.” 

"Tnere! the kestle’s boiling over!” ex- 
claimed Emma, rushing to the stove ; and after 
that she avoided the subject of the deceased Mrs, 


Rae, 
But there couid be no doubt that she was sin- 
cerely sorry over her death, for she became 
Iummer and more taciturn from that hour, and 
er quarrel with fate grew more bitter, 
Bie ~ Pac rad on Sh cn gor lonely 
ow, and perhaps grate- 
ful for the comfortable home she enjoyed, 
while she certainly relieved the loneliness of the 
— home that echoed no more to the girlish 
‘ootsteps of Lillah. 

Mrs. Crofé mised the girl more than she 
could have deemed She had secret 
spasme of remorse over the rigid life she had 
led the poor ry oa on account of having had a 
poor opinion of mother, 

"I was trying to bring her up right, so she 
might not follow in her mother’s footateps ; bud 
maybe I was too hard on her,” she roused, “and 
ifI had her back here I'd tried to act a little 
different to the a girl, Still, I can’t think 
that avything I did to her was half as bad as 
Godfrey refusing to let her marry Brian Gas- 
colgae, To the day of my death that'll be a 
mystery to me why he refused such a 
chance for Lillah, A poor girl like her ain’t 
never going to get such another cffer. And they 
do say that since the Gascoigne: came back to 
Tdlewild, that Brian lovks like a ghost, Mrs. 
Mason says they have a house-party for Christ- 
mas with lots of awful pretty girls, but that he 
don’s care for avy of them, thovgh his proud 
mother’s trying her hardeet to marry him off to 
one of them, Well, well, maybe hie luck and 
Lillah's may turn, and they'!] marry yet. 1 do 
hepe so, for I love to see a git] marry her first 
love.” 

There was one thing about her handmaid that 
did not altogether please the pious Mra, Croft. 

She discovered that Emma Goring was wholly 
irreligioue. 

She neither attended church, read the Bible, 
nor said her prayers at night—three facts that 
quite shocked her employer. 

In kindly remonetrating with the woman, the 
widow found out that she cherished a grievance, 

Her quarrel with fate was poverty. 

“TI will not worship a Being who makes such 
a difference between His creatures, blessing 
some with riches and happiness, and cursing 
— with poverty and woe,” she said rebel- 


aly. 

And all Mrs. Croft's plous arguments made no 
pr in her mood, She only answered, 

ii 

“] beg that fe will not waste arguments on 
me, ma'am, I've heard ali that before, and it 
don’t alter my mn at all.” 

Mes. Croft found out that the desfre of the 





woman's heart wae to bave a snug little fortune 
of her own, and she would never have a good 
— of the Lord until her desire was grati- 


Ove day, while she was looking our of the 
front window, she saw Brian Gascoigne going 
in a carriage with his mother, their 

robes and seal-skin 
of oar wealth and e ‘ sian 

*Who are those grand rich people?” she 
asked, enviousiy. 

Mrs, Oroft told her, and added with pardon- 
able pride that the young man had been ® suitor 
for Lillah’s hand, but her father bad separated 
the lovers, 

‘* He was very foolish, unless he had some good 
reason,” exclaimed Emma, 

“ He did not bave any good reason that I could 
find out,” returned Mrs. Croft, adding regret- 
fully, “It would have been a splendid match 
for Lillah, I have heard that Brian's grandfather, 
a Southern planter, ieft him two hundred thou- 
sand pounds in bis own right.” 

‘*T wish I knew how to get some of it from 
him,” murmured Emma, geziag with covetous 
eyes after the vanishing carriage with ite for. 
tunate cecupante, 

And no thought crossed her mind that she 
was the possessor of a secret that the rich Brian 

¢ would have sacrificec his whole great 
fortune to know. 


ents gave evidence 


CHAPTER XXII. 


One golden July day almost three years later 
than the events of our last chapter, a little 
group of three persons stood on the deck of a 
steamer homeward-bound, ploughing her way 
through the blue waves towards Liverpool 
Docks, 

They were Godfrey Rae, his daughter, and her 
friend Madame Soltaire, the latter having joined 
them abroad three months ago after a lovg cor- 
respondence, dating from the time of their meet- 
ing in London on the occasion of the frustrated 
elopement, 

The actress had retired from the stage at last 
with a fair competency, declaring that she was 
weary of the exciting life, and desired to spend 
the rest of her days in quiet, away from the 
glare of the foot-lighte. Av Lillah’s wish she had 
gone abroad in the spring, travelling with her 
young friend for several month», while every day 
of theic companionship added to the strength of 
the bond of affection between their responsive 
hearts, 

"I love you more than anyone else in the 
world,” Liilah bad said to her ardently more 
than once, 

And the actredt had answered as ardently, 

“And I you my dear. [ wish that you were 
my daughter.” 

The words put a new thought in Lillah’s head. 

Why couldn't dear, beautiful Madame Soltafre 
become her mamma? 

What was to hiader her father falling in love 
with the charming woman, and making her Mrs, 
Rae, and thereby her etep-mamma tf 


Lillah fel) aure that she could love her as 


dearly as ber own mamma—much more dearly 
in fact than she did her father. 

For though she saw a hundred admirable 
things about him, and felt rather proud of him 
than otherwise, Lillah had never tried to over- 
come her resentment of the past for those years 
of neglect, and the cruel parting from her lover, 

She believed that Mr. Rue and Mrs. Gascoigne 
had acted a--wicked part in preventing her 
marriage, because of some old family feud that 
would have been healed by her unfon with 


Brian, 

So she still preserved toward her father a 
certain amount of reserve like a thin crust of 
ice, and he, on his part, although admiring her 
grace and beauty, and asdulously careful and 
attentive to all her whims, stfll brooded over 
secret sorrows that made him half-oblivious to 
the present with the best of his heart buried in 
the dead past. 

To Lillah there came the sudden thought that 
to make s match between this strauge father of 
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hers and lovely Madame Seltaire might be con. 
duotive to the happiness of all three, Of herself 
she was eure that life would be far brighter with 
this fair woraan for a companion than epent alone 
with Godfrey Rve, who would always represent 
to her the blighting of the fairest love dream 
maiden ever cherished, 

She became the mort desigulog little match- 
maker in the world, but the was so transparent 
that she could not hide her plans from the ob- 
jects of her care. 

They detected her schemes with secret amuse- 
mont, and pretended unconsciousness, while in- 
wardly rather amused at the little by-play, That 
each admired the other was natural, but ib was 
not the admiration that deepens into love, Both 
had been deeply bereaved in a way that left no 
room for the budding of a second paesion, 

As for Lillah, those years abroad had been like 
the burating of a promising bud into a perfect 
flower, 

Tn a few months she would betwenty years old, 
and the promise of seventeen was more than fxl- 
filled. 

Her slight figure wae somewhat taller and more 
rounded in {es gracious contour, and her lovely 
face, and large, aoft, dark eyes had gained a 
depth of expreselon—apirit blended with pathos 
—almozt Irresistible. 

The gold of her luxurious, curling heir had 6 
deeper, richer eheen as 16 rippled in a loose knot 
beneath the brim of her becoming little hat, a 
Parisian affair that matched her etylish travelling 
gown, for Lillah had developed a perfect taste 
in dress that was very gratifying to her father’s 
pride. 

Wherever she moved, she was the cynosure 
of admiring eyes, and a score of hearts had been 
laid at her feet—some of them moat true and 
manly; but she turned from them with indif- 
ference, saying to herself that her life was spotled 
by Brian's faleity, and she could aever love 
again, 

She called it Prian's falelty, always refusing to 
believe that there existed any better reason than 
® former feud between their parents for the 
breaking of their troth. 

She believed that Brian was a coward, that he 
had too easily given her ap; but for all that she 
had nov ceased to love him, though she did not 
acknowledge this to her own heart, 

If you had asked her the question, she would 
have sworn to you that she hated snd despised 
Brian Gascoigee, and would not have forgiven 
him the slight he had put on her if he had im- 
plored her on hig bended kuees, so strong is 
womaca’s pride, 

Yet, so weak is woman’s heart that she shrined 
his image still in tte deepest depths, and could 
not bid memory down—memory of the brief, 
blissful time of love when the world seemed to 
hold nothing for elther save the other, when 
they had tried to thrust aside, with the passionate 
obstinacy of youth, every obstacle to tlielr hap- 
pines. 

“Tf Brian had been as brave as I was, leas 
under the control of his mother, we might have 
been so happy!” she had said, regretfully, more 
than once to Madame Soltaire, who agreed with 
her views, and always answered,— 

“You are right, dear. He was weak and 
cowardly, unworthy of-euch a golden heart as 
yours. I would forget him!” 

"Ob, I will forget him. I despise him now |” 
Lillah answered out of her wounded pride, 

Yeo, as the prow of their noble steamer cleaved 
the blue waves, and she etood on deck under the 
biue eky and burning sun of July, her thoughés 
went before to her native land and to her lost 
lover sc dearly loved, eo’ strangely lost, 

Ste wondered where he was now,.and if he 
was married yet, for Aunt Croft, in one of her 
letters, had not failed to mention that there wae 
such » report) in the town, She added that it 
would sob he Mra, Gascoigne’s fault if her son 
did not find a wifs, for she kept idlewild full of 
visitors the year round, when she was at home, 
with pretty girls of all complexions, from brunette 
to blonde 

Lilluh’s thoughts often wandered to Idlewild, 
wouderlog what way transpiring there, and try- 
ing to picture to herself the beauty of the gay 





young girls with whom Mrs, Gascoigue sur- 
rounded her son, trying to win his love from 
Lilah, It filled the 's hearb with secret, 
sonag ven. yoo. apenas shadows of pain into 
large soft eyes as she leaned agsiost tha rail 
and watched the dancing waves. a 
" How grave you look, Mies Rae, while everyone 
else is vefoies at the home-comisg. One would 
think you had left your heart behind you on 
foreign shores!” gaily exclaimed a young man, 
approaching ker and gazing at her with admiring 
eyes. 
"He was a young Englishman returning home 
after three months’ absence. On the first day 
out he had fallen a victim to Lillah’s charms, 
and gladly renewed a former acquaintance with 
Madame Soltaire, ia order to secure an intro- 
duction to the beauty. 
As the actress knew him to be In every respect 
a most desirable parti, she was very glad to 
sent him to Lillah, secretly hoping that he 
manage tosupp!ant Brian Gascoigne In her 
heart. 


Lillah certainly found him interesting, he was 
so good-looking, with his six feet of athletic man- 
hood, flashing dark eyes, and jetty bair and 
moustache, while with ble ready flow of small 
taik he was very amusing. She accepted his 
patent admiration and his reepectful attentions 
with the coolness of a belle accustomed to adula- 
tion, letting him entertain her'when ehe chose, 
and carelessly dismissing him when not In the 
mood, 

Her mood, was not very propitious now, and it 
was a very cold smile she gave in'‘euswer to bis 
remark that she must have left her heart behind 
on foreigu shores. 

** All the heart I have I have brought back with 
me, although J must confess to a fondness for the 
New World,” she answered ; adding, “I am not 
enthusiastic over my return, because I have really 
no near relatives in England, and papa aad I 
intend to resume our wauderings in our own 
country after a short rest.” 

Darcy Cathcart exclaimed, eagerly,— 

** May I be permitted to know where the foot 
of the dove will firet reat ?’’ 

‘*I think we shall probably spend a few days 
at Summerville, while maturing our plans,” Liilah 
answered, carelessly. 

Cathcart’s handsome countenance beamed with 
fravk delight. 

He cried, joyously,— 

“Summerville? How glad I am! 
that is where [am going.” 

‘"Todeed }” smiled Litlah. 

* Yea, if you do not forbid my — you 
there, which I should cerbaluly do, even if I had 
not already made my plana. Oh, please don’t 
frown upon me so, for indeed I have promieed my 
aunt and cousin—who are there—that I will stay 
there with them awhile. In fact, I shouldn’t be 
surprised if Brian came to Liverpool just to meet 
me,’ 

Brian—Brian} The name struck her sharply, 
like a blow. She shut her lips tightly, and turned 
her head aside, lest he should see the mortal 
paleness that she felt overspreading it, while she 
chided herself for her weakness. 

Suddenly a great shout arose from the crowd 
on deck, 

They were steaming majestically into port, and 
on the shore they saw eager throngs of friends 
waiting to welcome their loved ones home. 

Avswering shouts came back from the pier, and 
handkerchiefs were waved while glad tears started 
into many eyes, it was such a glorious thing to 
be safe in port, having weathered all the dangers 
the sea, 

“Do you see any familiar faces on the pier, 
Miss Rae?” queried Darcey Cathoart, wondering 
why Lillah had tarned her lovely face away so 
abruptly, 

She looked back ob him, pale bub composed. 

“No, there is no one that I kuow,” she 
answered, and in spite of her pride her lip 
quivered. 

It was such o dreary home-coming, after all, 
with no ane to welcome her and smile a glad wel- 
come, She felta keen pang of — of the hap- 
plier ones by whom she was surrounded, 


Why, 


Madame Soltaire and Mr, Raecame up to them 





morrow morniog they will report in 

that you have returned from America more 

beautifal than ever from your long reat, and with 

a new play that will the 

public this winter.” 
Madame Soltaice darted 


“Deo help me. to escape ; 
to be interviewed, I to te life now.” 

* Mr, Rae, will you kindly help the madame to 
ezcape the noes an and I will lead Miss 
Lillah ashore,” ad Darcy, coolly drawing 
Lilleh’s arm through bis and rushing forward 
with the tumultuous throng as the gang-plank 
was thrown ont. 

Oh, what a Babsk.of noise and confusion but 
through it all Lillah could hear the young man 
whispering ardent words to her, vowing that the 
past week had been the ha of his life, that 
he adored her, and wi 
than to walk with her through lifearm in arm 
as now, heedlees of. the rushing, jostling throng. 

Wouid she give him one litle word of hope to 
live on till they met again at Summerville? He 
knew he was presumptuous, bub love waa 
excuse, 


his 

“ Ob, you must not talkto me any more like 
this, I--I-—" Liliah In confusion ; but 
just at that moment they stepped on terra-firma, 
and came face to face with s young man waiting 
there with a lady on hisarm, ab sight. of whom 
Darcy whispered to his c —_ 

“My aunt and cousin, the G ent"? 

Sky, and earth, and ses seemed to jumble and 
blend together in Lillah’s confused consclousnecs 
as her startled eyes met the equally surprised 
ones of Brian Gascoigne, 


CHAPTER XXUL 


Ir was the most surprising snd anweleome ren- 
contre in the world, that meeting between thore 
four, Godfrey Rae and his daughter and Mrs. 
Gascoigne and her gox. oe 

Darcey Cathcart waa the son of Mrs, Gascolgne's 
eldest sister, long since dead, and therefore pe- 
culiarily dear to her, so that wherever he went 
he always kepb up & correspondence with Brian, 


of whom he was fond, So it chanced that 
they had written him while he was abroad, of 
their sojourn at Summerville, and begged him to 


join them there on his returo. 

‘Later on the mother and son decided to meet 
him at the steamer, ae he might feel it a lonely 
home-comiog, his father also g dead, and his 
two married ot Sr absent from io elty. 

From the t recognised Darcy on 
the steamer’s deck, but as he stood in front 
of his three companions they had not been 
identified, otherwise Brian would have gone away 
to avoid a meeting. ‘ 

It seemed to Mrs, Gascolgue as if a most malig: 
nant fate had sent them there when she lifted 
her eyes and saw before her, D her hand- 
some nephew, arm fn ar with while 
behind them walked Godfrey Rae with the beau- 
tiful Madame Soltaire, 

It was a painful, almost. tragtt rencontre, aud 


entirely unavoidable, for Darcy, Oa' un 
conscious of anything wrong, ctied' out almost 
bolsterous) : 

“ How 


do, my dear aunt, Happy to 
see you, Brian,” embracing them with effusion, 
and adding, 


to the pale, silent girl, who clung t- 


his rl oe let ers present my sunt, 
Mra. Gascoigue, my cousiv, Gascoigne. 
‘A i shocked embarrassment was 
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strangers who had 

Mrs. Gas and simply bowed to 
each other, both pale and cold, but Brian held 
oud bis hand, saying, almost — 

‘“*T am glad to meet you.” 


, me present 
my audd and cousin, Mcs. Gascoigne and her 
Again there were cold, bows on either 
aide, and the nex) moment Darcy 
Cillah’s fingers 


| had 
the See ee ha throng. had 
in between the two “eo : 
off from each other. 


“Ob, I say!” he cried, in dismay, “' we have 
quite joss ps Raga LAiped bys excuses me one 
I : ‘bid ‘them } 


a follow good- 
"Bab Bean anewered in a bled voice, — 

x is almost Daroy. 
you let me take her to the carriage?” 


came in slow, laboured — Z . 
Somehow, the sight or Riodtrey Rae, with 


beautifal actress by his side, had given ber 2 


almost insupportable shock, 

Darcy inate became all anxiety and atten- 
tion, and with Brian’s assistance he supported 
her to the wai carriage, 

She leaned the cushions with shut 


among 
eyes, while Brian stroked her brow aud hands 
with vender touches, and her nephew exhausted 
himself in wondering what had made her ill. 

Brian anewered evasively,— 

“Tt must have been the great heat of the sun. 
She complained of the warmth of the weather 
while we were watching the steamer come into 
port.” 


The carriage rolled along toward their hotel, 


and Mrs. Gascolgne grew better, open- 
log her eyes vient en faintly apologising for 
‘the fright she had given them, hs 
“Tam elmost well again, and I think we can 
return to Sammerville to-night,” she aid. 
Cathcart’s ts recurred again to his 
‘riends, and he 


am very sorry that 1 1 ft night of 

ry os 

frlends, the Raes and Madame Soitaire, T bog 
too, are going to Sammerville, and if I 
knew at what hotel they intended to stop 
would go and persuade to make a party 
with us going there.” 

“ Pleaxe do not, Darcy. They might think us 
ee being strangers,” Mrs, Gaacoigue cried, 
hastily, 

Darcy laughed roguishly, and answered,—- 

“T serve notice on you that you will not be 
strangers long, for I intend to make Miss Rao 
your niece If she will give her consent ? ”’ 

‘Ah t” cried Brian, fn a strange tone of sup- 
pressed emotion; but Darcy did mot notice, he 
was so absorbed in the thought of Lillah, 

“Did you notice how radiantly beautifal she 
was?” heecried, “She fs as land stately 
a8 & young princess, and her feet and hands are 
exquisitely amall aod dainty, Her hair fs a 
shower of geld, and such beautiful, large, soft 
dark eyes, so haunting and mesmeric, I never 
saw ia another woman's face, The first moment 


i met their full I realized that all waa 
over with Darcy Oatheart.” 
** How 


have known the young lad 
Darey?” his aunt are Migtis 

“Only trom the first day we sailed for Liver- 
poo! ; but the moment I saw her 1 was done for, 
aud T belleve if I had not secured an introduc- 
tion to her soon I should have jumped overboard 
and drowned myself, Oh, I tell you, it was e 
case of love at first sight—on my side at lenst. 
{ don’t know how it ie with her; but I was 
actually proposing to her aa we came down the 


Vioriy Liens wala Sanything to bring it 
 @bout. She to avotod co tae a pe ait 
|“ How I hate that girl!’ Mrs. Gascoigne 


gang-plank and met you, eo I did not get her 
answer, But I shall at Summeville, of course, 
Bat os I was saying, 1 got an introduction 
through the lovely actress Madame Soltaire, who 
had been with them several months ia America. 
She bas retired from the atage now, aud I'm 
rather sorry. 've known her several years, and 
she was an ornament to the profession—as good 





" Per : going to ma Miss Five's 
, fe. red hi nemmbtaquicingly. 
“I don't know, They would make a splendid 


t they? And I know that the 


ible bitterness, 


! t, with seoret, irr 
pert epee ot them os rahe 


princess,”’ continued Cathosrt, blithely. 

Brian 30d, and just then the carriage 
drew up at their hotel, 

As F his mother ont dhe 





—_ dee 
“Tt they come to Summerville we must go 
away the same day.” 
while, the other party, quite as much 
another hotel. 


Lillah lay so on a low couch, and Madame 

Soltaire knelt by side, caressing ber and 
of comfort. 

** Do not think my darliog, He is nob 


of one regret. Oaly a coward would 
you aw Brian Gascoigne did. Iam 
forzy that Darcy Cathcart is his cousia, but that 
peed: not matter.’ He loves you very much, and 
I would be charmed to see you marry this manly 
young man.” 

“Oh, I can never love again! My hearb was 
broken by Brian's falsity!” moaned Lillab, sob- 
bing in unrestrained that she would not 
have shown to one on earth but this sympa- 
thetic friend she loved so well. 

“Forget him, dear,” the other answered, as 
she had often done before, laying the golden 
head caressingly agaiust her breast, and kissing 
the tears from the sad, dark eyes. 

When Lillah had sobbed herself Into calmness, 
she said,— 

“Of course we will nob go to Summerville 
now, Imust not meet them again.” 

**No, we must vot go to Summerville now,” 
Madame Soltaire agreed ; adding: *'I shall go 
on from Liverpool to my home—a pretty 
country house left to me last year by an old 
maiden aunt—and, Lillab, I want you and your 
father to come with me as my guesta, 

* But perhaps we ought to go and vitit Aunt 
Oroft first,” suggested Lillah. 

“No; for you are in danger of mseting the 

th ere » 


Lillab. 
to come with me, dear f” 

“Tf papa is willing.” 

When Mr. Rae was conmited, he accepted the 
invitation for Lillah, saying that he hed businees 
that would take him away for a short while, but 
would join them later on, 


CHAPTER XXIV. 


Mapame Sovraine despised Brian Gascoigne 
so much that she was pry Sees. saa on learn- 
ing that he was related to 
Cathcart, whom she hoped to see Lillah marry. 

Darey had frankly confided his hopes to the 
actress, and elicited ber sympathy in his love, 
She had —— to do all she could to help 
him win Allah, acd it annoyed her-very much 
thas, for » time’at least, the ardent lover would 
be debarred from seeing the object of his love. 

Perhaps, too; {f be should find out that love 
episode with hig ¢ousin Brian, he would not wish 
to marry a girl who had been 20 cruelly deserted 
op the eve of marriage, She guessed wrongly 
that the Gascoigaes would very likely use all 
their influence against Lillah. 

Bat, however much she worried, she could 








see no way out of the dilemma Darcy had 


favourite, Darcy’ 





abruptly parted from Lillah before he had 
taught her to love him, and she saw no éafe 
way of bringing them together again in the pre- 
sent, Time alone could sclve the problem. 

It was ® great disappointment not to be able 
to take Lillah t) Summerville, where she knew 
that the girl's grace and beauty would create a 
sensation ; but, of course, it was not to be 
thought of now. Lillah and Brian Gascoigne 
must be kept apart for the sake of the young 
girl's peace of mind, : 

But how handsome and manly hehad looked-— 
not ab all like. the weak coward Madame Soltaire 
deemed bim, She. found herself dwelling with 
pleasure on his handsome face and form, his 
dark-blue eyes, and brown, clustering hair. 

" Much after the style of Lillah’s handsome 
father, I fancy he might have looked like that 
when he waa young man, bafore the grey camo 
iv hia brows lock, and the anxfous lines inte 

face,” she mused, th tfully ; aod ber 
eyes grew grave, and her cheek pale with s 
sudden, startling thought that. made her. ex- 
claim : “Good heavens! could it be?" Hy 

The line of thought thusatarted was most dis- 
tressing, a8 evi by the sgttation of her face, 
and presently she muttered,— Se ad 

‘* Toere may be  myatery after all I wilktry 
to get at the bottom of it,” 

Meanwhile, Lillah, struggling with tie heart- 
acke renewed by her encounter with ber lost 
love, or her false love, as she preferred to eall 
him, made a great effort to throw off the weight 
on her spirits and bevome herself again. 

Lillah could not thrust Brian’s image from. her 
heart however much she irfed and longed to-do 
80. She could wear the mask cf pride.over her 
sorrow, that vas all, . 

Her father hoped and believed that ahe was 
overcoming her trouble, and would have rejoiced 
as much as Madame Soliaire if she could. have 
transferred her heart to Darcy Cathcart. He 
who had known the pangs of wounded love 
well was eager to find a cure for his daughter's 

eart, 

But all chance of this bad been temporarily 
frustrated by her unexpected rencontre with 
Brian Gascoigne, 

He felt that ail the old ground wonld have to 
be gone over now aad again, and cursed the evil 
fates that had worked againat bim. 

He regretted that a sudden weariness of 
foreign shores had decided him to return to Kag- 
land, and made up his mind to take Lillah away 
again oub of couh at the Gascoignes. This was 
why he had sald that be was going away on busi 
ness, 

He had decided to make s home for himself 
and daughter in the South of Hugland, where 
life would glide so softly amid wooing sepbyrs, 
that ib would seem like an Arcadia even to dia- 
appointed hearts like his own and Lillah’s. 
There would wia forgetfulness of the past 
and hope for the future, 





CHAPTER XXV, 


Mapame Sonrarre guessed not of the inteu- 
tions of Godfrey Rae, or ehe would have been 
most unhappy at the thought of parting from 
Lillah, 

With each day the giri grew dearer to her 
heart, and it had become her secret fixed iatex- 
tion to make her howe near to Lillsh’s wherever 
it chould be, aud never lose sight of her again. 

Her love for the fair young girl was s passion 
of devotion, -She would haye sacrificed ali she 
possessed to secure her happiness. 

Yet Lillah seemed further away than over from 
it now. 

“Ah, my darling, you should not brood so 
morbidly over the past!” she cried, winding her 
arms around the fair girl's watet. ‘ You have 
lost # lover it is true; but thiak how much more 
J have auffered when scarcely a4 old as you, losing 
a beloved husband and darling infant.” 

“You have lost @ chiid?. Dear heart, how I 
pity you!” Lillah crted, tenderly. 

“ Yes, Lillah, I bave lost a little daughter, whe 


would be as old as you are, I: la for ber sake I 
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“MY AUNT AND 


love you so dearly, because you are motherless, 
and I, alas! childless, It is a sad story, and 
some day I will tell it to you. Then you will see 
that my sorrow {s greater than yours,” sighed the 
lovely actress, 

Liliah pressed ber hand, and marmured,— 

“You had thelr love till they died, and in 
Heaven they are walting to welcome you home, 
still your owp, still fond and true. But he I 
loved proved false, and another may win him 
from me. Were id nob better if he bad really 
died and belonged to me truly in Heaven ?” 

Ob, how sad the pathetic voice, how mournful 
the far-off gaze, piercing the Metener’s heart like 
av arrow | 

She cried ont, bitterly, 

“Ah, Lillab, you know not the depth of my 
bereavement. My husband is dead, itistrue. I 
had his love but a little while, but it was bliss 
while ft was mine, and I know it is waiting for 
ms in Heaven, but oh, Lillah, my little one, my 
baby--oh ! oh! oh!” and she dissolved in a 
passion of tears thad startled Lillah from her 
own morbid grief and turned her to the task of 
the consoler. 

Most gently, most fondly, most lovingly she 
caressed the agitated mourner, murmuring to her 
of the beautiful home, not made with hands, 
where her dead child wae a precious angel. 

‘Think what sorrows she may have escaped 
by her early translation te Heaven. Is it not 
better thus than to heave reached girlhood, as I 
did, to have her faith and love trampled in the 
dusb, and her life saddened for ever}’’ she cried, 
earnestly, 

** Ah, my dear, you do nob understaad, I had 
not finished telling you. She—my little darling, 
My unnamed daughter, did nod die,” 

**Not die!” Liliah echoed, in bewilderment, 

"No, she did not die, and I know not to this 
day whether she fs alive or dead. She-—was 
stolea—from me,” eobbed the bereaved mother, 
letting her bead fail on the sill of the open win- 
clow where they were eltting, 

Lillah was so shocked for s moment that che 








COUSIN, THB GASCOIGNE’S!"? DARCY WHISPERED 10 HIS COMPANION, 


could not speak. She could only throw her arms 
about the mourner and clasp her close with a love 
as true and warm as if she had been the dear loat 
daughter, 

The balmy summer breeze swept in caressingly 
over the two fair heads vestled close together, 
while Madame Solitaire sobbed, — 

‘‘Now you understand why I love you so, my 
dear. Nob but that your own beauty and eweet- 
ness is epough to charm any heart. But when I 
found you in London that first day, a motherless 
girl scarcely past childhood, forsaken by your 
lover, wretched, desperate, a’most driven to 
suicide, my heart went out to you in a passion of 
pitying love as I thought, my own child, if alive, 
is no older than this one. Who can tell but thao 
she may be in an even more strait than 
this poor girl, whom I will try to advise and be- 
friend, praying Heaven to deal as kindly with my 
dear lost little one.” 

“Oh, you were an augel to me in that hour !” 
cried Lillah, eagerly, gratefully. ‘‘ Oh, I was 
wretched and desperate, as you say, weary of life 
and longing for death, almost driven by my 
humiliation to the awful sin of suicides When I 
opened that door, intending to rueh recklessly 
into the streets, careless of my fate, what terrible 
calamity might have gy to me if I had nod 
found -you standing like an angel on the thres- 
hold, cent by Heaven to save me from myself | 
You drew me back, you pitied and advised me, 
you made me a better girl than I ever was before, 
And since that hour your love has been to me 
more than words can express, my anchor of hope 
in a stormy life, my refuge from despair, my 
haven of love. Ob, I have been’ ungrateful, 
nursing my wos in spite of ali your goodness 
and patience, I will try to be braver aud stronger, 
indeed I will. I will always remember the keen 
sorrows you have borne while you wore a smile 
of comfort and cheer for me, And, ob, I pray 
that Heaven has given to your lost child as dear 
a comforter as I have found in you !” 

The words, poured forth ip a passion of 
ful emotion, ended in a burst of sobs, they 





mingled thelr tears together ard found subile 
relief in each other's sympathy. 

When they grew calmer, Madame Soltaire said, 
softly, in her low, fiute-like voice,— 

“Tam glad indeed if I have been to you al} 
that you say, Lillah, dear, fur you were indeed 
in need of love and care when we first met, I 
have lavished on you a tiether’s love, while you 
have repaid me with a daughter’s, I know.” 

"“Yes—yes ; but.I could not fill up the void 
caused by your own chilit’s loss.” 

“You have been a great comfort to dear, 
and I hope never to be parted from you in life 
unless you marry, and even then, dear, I shall 
manage to see you often, as a mother clings to s 
married daughter.” 

“ How I wish that you and papa would marry!” 
cried the eager girl. 

«My dear, do not nourieh such a thought. It 
can never be, lam sure that both our hearte 
are buried fm our dear ones’ graves.” 

"Tt does nob seem as if papa really loved my 
mother much, or be would care more for me,” 
Lilish exclaimed, with the old resentment of her 
father’s strange indifference, 

“My dear, do not judge him harshly, Mr. 
Rae looks to me like aman capable of strong 
afiection me he also para we his peor signs 
of tragic happenings that have bligh @ pro- 
aia el his life. If you will take my judgment 
for ft, dearest, your father Is a most unbappy 
and weary man!” continued Madame Soltaire. 


To be continued, 
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Tue enterpriee of Messrs. Lever Brothers, of 
“Sunlight Soap” fame, is well shown in the pro: 
duction of their " Sunlight Year Book for 1898, 
a copy of which is before us. It'ls truly 4 
treasury of useful information, and it cannot but 
prove.a valuable work: of reference for every 
home. It contains 480 pages, is well printed and 


neatly bound in cloth, and is offered at the mar- — 


vellousiy low price of threepence. 














MR JAMESON DRAGGED LETTICN LITERALLY FROM UNDER THE HORSE'S HOOPS. 


JACK NORTH’s SECRET. 


CHAPTER XVIIL 


Lzttics Dew, alias Miss L. Brown, sat In a 
very unrestful easy chair in the cheep flat where 
the Peytons had installed themuelves, and tried 
hard to collect her thoughts and understand the 
— new phase of life in which she found her- 


self, 

She had been in France just a fortnight; she 
knew that her relations were see 
for she had read one or two ap in the agony 
column of the Times which she felt could only be 
meant for herself, She thought Jack and Julia 
rather when she had given up home and 
country, wealth and name to oblige them. Why 
could they nob be sensible, gep married and en- 
joy Ashcroft § is 

But it was not of them that she was thinking 
op this dull, cold, wintry afternoon, Lettice was 


very much lexed about the Peytons, and in 
her heart @ little sorry that she cast in her 
lot with theirs, 


She was not in the least mercenary, poor little 
thing, and she had seen too muvh of poverty 
at her Aunt Maria’s to be alarmed at it, If fate 
hed cast Lettice into a shabby country vi 
with many children and little monsy, oils wn 
heve been quite content co help the house mother 
to make both ends meet, and have spared neither 
her health nor fm the effort; bub it 
seemed to Lettice that the fy, poverty bad 
something about ff very lke disgrace. 

_ it was nob only the dresemaker’s revelations 
before they lefo » bud as Dora and her 
father grew more familiar with the little com- 
panion they did not trouble to hide their views of 
oh eee emery Lettiee found to her dismay 
t mour honenty were very little under- 
stood by thera, : 

osonk get all pep ey cae me other 
people, hever t¢ pay anyone possibiy could 
Help it, tose dt were lve on the follies of abelr 





fellow-creatures, was evidently their method of 
existence, 

“ How shocked you look,” Dora had said to 
her only that morning when Captain Peyton had 
made some smiling allusion to his debts, and the 
comfort that his creditors were not likely to cross 
the channel in pursuit of him, “ Do you think we 
are very wicked 1” 

‘* Not wicked,” raid Lettice, simply, ‘‘ only it 
is all eo different from what I have been used to 
that I feel muddled.” 

‘Well, try to feel anmuddled,” eaid Dora, 

ly. “There are two or three men coming to 
ner to-night, and I want you to make things 
look nice, 1 am golng cut with papa,” 

Lettice did her best. It was a labour of love to 
her to make things look as dalvty and pretty as 
possible, but when she found the dinuer was to 
be sent in from a restaurant at ten francs a head, 
and remembered that Captain Peyton bad refused 
his daughter a five-franc piece only that morning 
on the plea he was ‘“‘dead broke,” she felt 
as though there must be something very wrong 


somewhere. 

"Are they friends of yours?” she asked, as 
ube helped Dora to dress, and noticed how anxious 
the girl seemed about her appearance. 

‘*T have seen them two or three times ; the 
are young Englishmen papa has met at the cla 
and helped to amuse themselves in Paris. There, I 
shall do now, What are you going to wear! 
That black makes you look too pale.” 

* Tt must do,” sald Lattice, cheerfully. ‘ And 
as no one knows me {i won’t matter how I look.” 

“ You foolish child! Until a girl is married, 
or at least engaged, ib always matters how she 
looks. You might pick up a lover among our 
gneats to-night. 

Lattice shook her head. 

“* I do not wish to,” 

‘* Well, I should be glad enough to if he had 
plenty of money. Ob, I know what you are 

that there fs someone in England I 
ought te remember ; but he is poor, you see, and 
] want money,” 








The three gentlemen who entered presentiz 
with Captain Peyton, struck Lettice mosd un- 
pleasantly. They were ali prosperous-looking. 
They evidently belonged to the upper ten, but one 
seamed to the trembling girl already to have 
taken too much wine, another was boastful and 
arrogant, while the third was cold and stern, and 
looked at the two girle—or Lettice fancled so— 
as though they had been dirt beneath his fest, 

Dinner was irreproachahle, but Lettice had no 
appetite; all her uerves seemed over-strained. 
Why did these men accept Captain Peyton's hos- 
pitality when they evidently considered him 
beneath them? They muet be used to very dif- 
ferent surroundings. What bronght them to the 
cheap, third-rate fist} 

They left the table together, ladies and gentie- 
men, after the French custom, Dora closed the 
doora between the dining-room and the sa/on ao 
as to cut ci’ the noise of the servant’s clearing- 
away. 

There was a little pause. Then, at a glance 
from her father, she wheeled up a amall table 
covered with green baize and placed ft near the 
fi 


re, 

Cards and dice were produced, and the four 
gentiemen drew up their chairs and seated them- 
selves at the table. 

It was a long narrow room, and Lettice had 
settled herself at the further end with a piece of 
fine embroidery. Dora joined her when the game 
had actually began. 

“You muet sing something presently; Mr. 
Jameson is fond of music,” 

Mr, Jameson was the man who looked scornful: 
Lettice privately doubted his being foud of any- 
thing. 

"What are they doing,” she asked ; “ playing 
cards? Why didn’t you take a hand?” 

“I! My dear girl, fv would be ruinous. I am 
a wretched player, and ehouid lose as much as 
my father wins.” 

* Does Captain Peyton always win?” 

“Not always, It would not be eafe; but nine 
times out of ten he is successful, He enys zome- 


ns ey Spe YO qa ag Ct rt ey fey ge ete ~ 
yet Ses ee ee EE OF ‘ 


eS -< 
Pig et 


were ee 
se ~ 


ae ae ~ 
| yt gt pe et 
RS PS ee 


2 cg HH 


ee ee 





































———- 
= 


wae 





SS Se eae 
UNS Sy RSH 


paige 


222 


=. oot 


= 


RA BIR LIE et i Ne SI. ett ERELS ih aD BVT 0 2 Hage OR 


RIOR: calle te oe 


Saree 


stone MR tees epee terete 





230 








times he hes the devil’a own Juck. You will see 
to-morrow I shall get the money I asked him for, 
and I am sure I want it. My gloves are dis- 
graceful !” 

**But you would nob dress yourself out of 
money gained like that!” - 

‘Why not? Money won at cards fe just as 
vaeful a3 money earned in soy other fashion. 
When you go shopping you are not asked how 
you gsin every shilling you # us 

“Bab it is terrible, I have beard of people 
being ruined ina eingle night at cards,” 

**Ob, we don’t play very high,” said Dora, 
Yraukly. ‘'Pspa is quite contented if he makes 
ten or twelve pounds at a sitting. We can’s have 
these parties more than twice a-week, and the 
expenses tako off a.good deal of the profi.” 

Lettice felt bewildered. The mystery was 
plain enough. Captain Peyton was a professional 
gambler; but—what did want with a com- 
pauton for hie daughter t 

Dora walked to a tray of glasses and decanters 
just come in, and dispe liquid refreshment 
very prettily. She darted a glance ab Miss Brown, 
but the corapanion did not move to join her. She 


eat still, her work forgotteu, her face full of a 


new etrauge fear, 

"You look as if you had eeen a ghost!” 

It was Jameson, the cold, sarcastic Scotchman, 

who had joined her. The game had finished 
without her knowing it, and he had declined to 
join in another, He could not have told why, 
but some strange impulse impelled him towards 
the silent little figure at the end of the long 
room, 
She looked at him half-frightened. Something 
in her eyes touched his heart, He was a man of 
the world and not given to sentiment; he had 
read Captain Peyton's character pretty correctly, 
and had only come to-night to look after a friend, 
the youngest of the guests, the man whom 
Lettice thought had been drinking too much 
wine. 

“ Well,” said Jameson, almost as though the 
girl had asked him a question, “what has 
frightened you }” 

“T don’t know,” impelled to confidence by the 
etrange softening of his manner; “ everything, I 
think,” 

He came a little nearer and eat down. 

“Have you been here long—I don’t mean fn 
Paris, bub with these people?” 

“A fortnight yesterday. Iam Miss Peyton's 
companion.” 

“Then you are no relation of theirs?” 

"Oh, no.” 

‘Good Heavens! what could your parents 
have been about to let you fall Inte the hands 
of such a couple? Didn’t they make any in- 
qulries ?" 

** My parents are dead,” 

‘Ah! Weli, I don’t often trouble people with 
advice; bub PU give you one plece: Geb away 
from here as soon as possible! Don’t you know 
the trae character of this place? It’s a gambling 
hell ! and that old villain, Peyton, bas rained 
more young fellows than avy other man in 
Paris 1" 

“TI am eure you mean to be kind,” said the 
girl, elmply ; “ but—you don’t understand,” 

“T understand you have put yourself into the 
power of a couple of adventurers, Why, a decent 
girl had better starve ad plain needlework than 
atay with the Peytons!” 

Not long after, Algy Vere and his mentor 
departed ; the other man end Captain Peyton 
‘were still playing écarté. Dora said they would 
make ® night of it very likely, but she was 
sleepy and wanted to go to bed, Lottlee was 
only too glad to jump at the chance of escape. 
Bad solitude was not to be granted her yet. 
Dora would come into her room and talk over the 
evening. The companion listened as in a dream, 
She gathered that Mr. Dale (the map etill play- 
ing cards) was rich and utterly reckless of money. 
Algy Vere was richer still, but the third man, 
his cousin, Alick Jameson, was comparatively 
poor, 
“Lord and Lady Vere pub such falth in him 
they sent him abroad to lock after their owe 
lamb, but Algy says hs won’o be dictated to by 
any straight-laced Scotchman, He really is very 








. 


pliments,”’ 

"He was not sober,” anid Lettice. ‘*‘ It would 
have been a truer compliment to you not to have 
come here in such a condition,” 

‘Oh, you are too particular. He lost over 
twenty pounds. Really, I think dad might spare 
me enough for a new dress as well as a few 
shillings for gloves,” and then, with a yawn, 


nice, Miss Brown, and paid me one or two com- 
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left her own possession, To-night ehe could not 





Peytons a grievous injustice. “She 
would walt one week longer before taking any 
ateps to leave them, then, if she was still 
about their character, she would tell the Capte 
she found the situation so different from her ex 


with spirits and health. Lettice looked fll and 
jaded. Mies Peyton rallied her on her pallor, 

** You really can’s have loat your heart to Me. 
Jameson (you didn’s speak a word tothe others), 
so what makes you so quieb and silent?! We'll 
go oud directly after breakfast. Papa has given 
mea hundred francs and Lam longing to spend 
{t. Iwant so many things the difficulty is what 
to choose,” 

Lattice had no choice but to accompany Miss 
Peyton. She had been engaged as her com- 
panion, and, of course, to go ig with her 
was part of her duty; but, oh, how the girl 
hated the expedition. tice Dene knew very 
little of society etiquette (Mrs, Seaton would 
have eaid she offended inst it herself dread- 
fully), but she had an innate refinement of her own 


which stood her in good stead, She felt, rather | suspi 


than knew, that Dora's manners in public were 
fast and second-rate. She could not always 
follow the fluent French in which Miss Peyton 
addresced the shop assiatants, bat she knew that 
the men treated ber with a kind of free-and-easy 
familiarity they did nob show to their other 
customers, Indeed, Lettice soon saw that she 
and Dora seemed the only girls who went alone 
te the gay shops on the Boulevardes, The French 
demoiselles were always under the wing of their 
mother or an elderly servant, while even the 
English girl-residente seemed to perform their 
shopping only when accompanied by an older 
friend. Dora Peyton finally decided that au 
evening dress, a new bonnet, and some gloves 
would be the best Investment for her hundred 
francs, The time she took to choose them 
seemed endless to Lattice, but at last the selec- 
tion was made and the companion suggested 
they should return home, 

‘Presently, I want to go down the Boule- 
varde Hugénue first. Mr. Vere is stopping at 
an hotel there. If we met him he might invite 
us to breakfast somewhere.” 

‘* Bat we couldn’t go,” objected Lettice, “ and, 
ob, Dora, don’t you see, if he saw us in thad 
particular road he would think we were trying 
to meet him,” . 

‘*He wouldn't think far wrong,” said Dora, 
“ Mise Brown, it Is of no uee your talking, 1 am 
going down the Boulevarde Eugéae,” 

Lettice hoped with all her heart Dora would 
be disappointed ; but no, at the corner of the 


al 

into a shop window, She could not be - mis- 

taken, Oceof them was her maid, Mary White | 

The other—why, surely [t was lady who had 
firat came to 


: 
: 
i 
: 





“enemy” to whom Jack North had alluded, 
she could have found means to slander him with- 
out suffering the thes of domestic service. 
The North diamonds had disap; the last 
night Mary had slept at Ashcrofi—ahe had taken 
them. 


Lettice felt as certain of it as though she had 
seen the jewels in Mary's possession ; she could 
not grasp the details of the echeme,: No doubt 
Mary White had played the ghost so as to direct 

clon from herself ; 


John's now, and Lettice would asve them for bh 
wife, With one dart the excited girl rushed 
across the road without looking at 
approaching vehicles. Blanche Morris 
mother walked on thelr way in 

They bad not even noticed : 
recognised Lettice. “Alick Jameson called out 
warning too late, A fiacre had knocked down 
the poor little companion, and she waa lying 4 
forlorn little black heap in the road, 

The traffic stopped abruptly, and Mr, Jameson, 
who had rushed to the rescue, dragged 
literally from under the horse’s hoofs, wonderiug 
the while, in his cynical way, if the accident 
were & genuine one, of been incurred for the sike 
of creating » sensation, 

Miss Peyton wrung her hands theatrically, 
and asked what was to be done. She showed 
neither pity nor interest In the p Notle crea- 
ture, Her idea eoemed to-be ‘Mies Brown 
was most inconsiderate to gat run over. 

“Done!” said Jameson, coldly, “only take 
her home, pus her to bed and send for the 
doctor. Oan't you see the poor giri’s uncon: 
scious >” 





street they came face to face with Algy Vereand 





But Mise Peyton was far too prudent to zi* 
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bringing on her father the expenses of Lottice’s 
iT well never do to take her home, our flat 


isso emall and, b; besides, I know 
nothing of nursing.” 

‘* You could get:a Sister of Charity,” suagested 
Alzy Vere, who hada very kind heart in spite of 
eae took néoy lly: thee 

Miss a 

apsabat 8 oi pel cr I am eure my 
father would say we were not justified in in- 
curring it, Miss Brown bas no claim on us, 
She bas only been with us about three weeks.” 

"She — a a hospital,” said Jameson, 
shortly, “Til drive there with her. No, Miss 
Peston, you need not secompany ua. I am sure 
your father would say you were nob justified in 
ty toe sl gendarme little 

i a poor 
Lettice was lifted into a facre. Jameson seated 


himeelf er her Progam os 
to we Algy Vere op) 

felt s little anmoyed with herself as 
drove off, 

“What did I tell you!” Jameson asked 
friend, “That girl is nothfog but a heartless 
adventaress, up to you for your 
money. She's no feeling in her, Why, couldn’s 
you ase all ghe feared was having the expence of 
Miss Brown's Miness ?” 

“How did the girl come to rush across the 
road In that mad fashion #” 

“T haven't ap ides. She seemed suddenly to 
recognise someone, and to go in pursuit.” 

‘“ Where are pe taking dd hi teate, 
Jameson gave the name & ema 
one devel chiefly to the tion of accidents, 
“T know one of the doctors; he's a very decent 

fellow for a Frenchman,” 

“T say,” said Algy, in rather an alarmed tone, 
“they won't think we have knocked her down 
or anythigg, will they 7” 

“T don’t think there is avy fear,’ and 
Jameson actually smiled, 

He explained things very simply to the Sister 
of Charity who received them. The young lady 
was # compatriot of his owa—a Miss Brown, She 
was run over while attempting to cross the 
road, and kno there was no facility for her 
being nursed ab 
he had brought her to the hospital.” 

‘Bat surely elie has friends here?” said the 
prene, * A girl so young would not be alone in 

‘arie.” 

‘She was a com: a dame de compagnie— 
bud her employers have not much pity and would 
not dream of nursing her, I shail be happy to 
defray any charge there may be made for her 
atsy here,” 

He really knew nothing of the regulations of 
French hospitals and put in the last clause lest 
his poor protégée should be refused admission on 
the ground that she was a foreigner. 

He was asked ber mame and parentage. He 
could only reply that she was introduced to him 
as Miss Brown, and he believed she was an 
orphan, He had never heard where she had 
lived in England; indeed, he had only seen her 
ores before to-day. He gave the name and 
addreas of her employer, and then was allowed 
62 leave, resolving in hie own mind to see the 
doctor of whom he had spoken to Algy and hear 
Lis opinion of the case, 

"T think I shall drop the Peytons,” said Algy, 
rather sbecgnny as they walked back towards 


if 
Eel 


F 


thelr hote’ 
"To would be the best day’s work you ever did, 
- J fellow, They are birds of prey aad nothing 
oy 
Oh, I like people a little cut of the common,” 
Suswered Algy, “and I thought they were very 
jolly. f 


* What has changed:your opinion ?” 

,, The way Miss Peyton shunted that poor glr 
<t was as clear ag ble she had no feeling 
te bee not be of ure to her. 
——- my money pretty freely to 
-spiain last night his daughter would not 
Seen so amiable,” ~ 

_ | idark my words, Vere, the old fellow won’t 
‘e! you go enally, He thinks he’s got you into 


gees 


place where she was liviog, 





his clutches, and that you'll do nicely for his 
son-in-law.” 


Algy laughed, 

sf thoatio's wonder. Weill, old boy, I'm nob 
very good at saying ‘No.’ I don’t think I'll put 
myself in the way of the gallant officer just yet. 
T have half an idea I'll cross to England to-night, 
The mater’s letters get more and more. doleful, 
and I rather. fancy I've been making a fool of 

Jameson was kind enough nob to endorse the 
last sentiment,’ Hehad the satisfaction of seeing 

the mall train for Calais, and 
up” hie medical acquaintance 
and demanded how it fared with Mies Brown. 

“No bones broken, general shock to the 

and brain fever coming on.” 

* Brain fever from being run over?” 

“No, The accident is not all that’s amiss. 
That girl has been living uader some terrible 
mental strain, It’s a wonder she hasn't broken 
down before.” 


‘And you think. things will go badly with 


her—that she will die }” 
The French @httor was a bit of a philosopher, 
and he half smiled, 


“ On the contrary, I believe she will live. I 
generally notice that death seizes those who have 
most to make them prize life, the others he re- 
jects. If your Miss Brown were the idolised 
child of rich parents, if she bad a devoted lover 
tearing his hair in anxlety about her, the chances 
are she would die, but as it seems to me that no 
one in particular wants her, aud that she has 
nothing to look forward to but work, I think 
she will recover.”’ 


eee 


OHAPTER XIX. 


Wuen Sic Jobn North reached Ashcroft he waa 
feeling crose, miserable andanxiour. First and 
foremost he was ly tired, and would far 
rather have spent a quiets evening ab home thau 
have had to rush off 20 obey his aunt’s summonz, 

Then he felt distinctly to blame, He had had a 
suspicion--and more than a suspiclon—for some 
time that Lettice was unhappy at the Croft, that 
Mrs, Seaton ber, and instead of trying 
to eet things right be had let them drilb on, Then 
he had an almost reverential affection for the 
beautiful old homestead, and he hated to think 
of some low adventurer aa it’s master, for Lattice’s 
flight, joined to Mr. Carleton’s story of the fifty 
pow made. him feel positive she had eloped ; 
lastly, he had felt a stronger interest in her than 
he had realised. He found now that it hurt him 
to feel she had disappointed him. and that if it 
was painful to think of Ashcroft in unworthy 
hands, it was far more #0 to picture Lettice at 
the mercy of some naiserable scoundrel who had 
married her for her money. 

Sir John was fn ge gener ¢ mind when 
everything jarred on him, and the best-meant 
speech ald have irritated bim; but Mra, 
Seaton could hardly have chosen a greeting more 
likely to annoy him than this,— 

*T always said Lettice Dene would disgrace 
us all, Jack. What is to be done?” 

They were in the drawlog-room, Mra, Seaton 
aud Julia in full evening dress, the room bright 


with fire and lamplight. There were hothouse 
flowers lavishly about, On every side were 
marke of luxury and wealth. 


Tt occurred to Jack that Lettice’s money had 
paid for all, and that Mre, Seaton owed ail her 
comforts to the girl she so condemned ; perhaps 
this added an extra bitterness to his reply, 

“Tam F sap aware that my “oe : slight 
atrees on the possessive pronoun, “ has disgraced 
me, You and Julia being no relations of hers are 
of course nob y her conduct. And I 
think it would be fn better taste not to abuse her 
in her own house whilat you are enjoying her 
hospitality.” 

Mrs, Seaton looked dumbfounded. She had 
always regarded Jack as her kinsman, uot Lettice’s. 
Julia, with a vague fear they were oa the point 
of a qnarrel, flang herself into the breach, 

“ Jack, do try to help us, Lattice went Into 
A ‘h with mamma this afternoon; they parted 
at the Town Hall, Lettica was to have spent the 





afternoon at Mra, Hunt's, bub ehe never arrived 
there, 3nd someone told Grimes (the coachman) 
— she wect to London by the three-forty 
train.” ‘ 

Sir John pulled himself together; he bad 
never been Julis’s lover, but he had always cared 
for her as sister, aud he never spake a harsh 
word to her, 

‘I think the ‘truth fs plain, Jill: she was 
miserably unhappy here, aud.she has goue to 
London hoping to find more kindness than waa 
her portion at the Croft.” 

Julia looked bewildered, 

“But, Jack, she had no friends in London ex- 
cept the Carletons,” 

on did nob goto them, I dined there last 

t, 


‘And Iam sure she would not go to Mre. 
Thurston,” 

Bat here Mrs, Seaton, who bad been momen- 
tarily crashed by Sir John’s rebuke, found her 
vol 

** OF course she has not gone to her aunt's ; 
she has eloped with some miserable city man she 
metab Mrs. Thurston's. A pretty thing it will 
ee me to see a creature of that sort master 

! 7 


** Mother 1” cried Jalia, passionately, “ you 
wrong her, you do indeed, I am positive Lettice 
would never marry anyone nuworthy.’”” 

“Were you in her confidence?” asked Sir 
rare coldly. “You were kind to her—ant 

ab,” 


Julia winced, She knew the reproach implied 
in the last two words was just. 

“Tam not ia her confidence; but the only 
person Lettice cared for-—-I mean that I thoughs 
she cared for—ia in Ashleigh, eo she would not 
have gone to London tf I had been right. Per- 
haps I was mistaken.” 

“Who did yon think she cared for?” 

Julla besitated. , 

*'You had better auswer, my dear,” observed 
her mother, ‘‘ Nothing you can say about that 
wretched girl will aurprize me.” 

Julis blushed crimson, She turned to Jack. 

" She never said. e word, but I always thought 
she cared for Denis Fane, and I am certain he is 
ia love with her,” 

“You are utterly mistaken, Jill,” replied her 
cousdp, “ Fane himself told me his father had 
cautioned him ‘not te fall in love with the 
helress ;’ and, he added, the warning was need- 
less, since before ever he saw Lebttice Dene he 
was in love with someone else, As for Lettice,’’ 
and Sir John’s voice grew grave, “I do nob 
believe she is the sort of girl to give hor love uu- 
sought. She was grateful to Denis for past 
kindness ; and the very fach of having known 
him in London made her seem mors at ease with 
him thaa anyone vlse she met here,” 

A pause, 

“She has taken nothing with her,” observed 
Mrs, Seaton; “not even a hand-bag. Do you 
think she has committed suicide ¢” 

" Heaven forbid |” enid the two listeners with 
one breath, 

“TI do not sea why you should eay that,” re- 
torted Mrs. Seaton. ‘‘It seems to me that 
Lettice Dene’s death would set everything rigit; 
and the wrovg my poor father did would be 
undone.” 

Sir John lost his temper for the second time 
in one half-hour; but iv must be conferred he 
was sorely tried, 

“T declare te you solemnly thit my uncle did 
no wrong,” he assured Mrs, Seaton, “I am per- 
fectly satisfied that hie grandchild’s claim on 
Ashleigh is better than mine; and I hope, with 
ail my heart, that, fu epite of your cruel remark, 
that her death would eet everything right, to see 

cousin again slive and well ruling here !” 

“ Stil, if she is dead,” persisted Auat Seaton, 
“vou would be master of Asheroft.” 

"J doubt it.” 

“Johu! Surely you would not be eo quixotic 
as to give it up to a charity ?” 

" T-decline to discuse what I should do; but I 
don’p believe the property would be mive, I am 
no lawyer, and I cannot say if my opinion is cor- 
rect, but I belisve that if my cousin, Lettice 
Dene, died before her next birthday, or, indeed, 
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at avy time unmarried, without » wil), her 
cousins, the Thurstons, would be her natural 
heirs” 


* What ! The Thuratons claim Ashcroft? 


* There fs no entall,” sald Jack. “If her 
property wenk to ber next-of-kin, I take it that 
her father’s nephews and nieces would have as 
much claim to it as her mother’s first cousin.” 

Mra, Seaton flung herself on the sofa and 
sobbed alond, 

“I never thoughd of that. Ob, Jack! why 
didn’t you tell me? I shonld have acted so 
differently |” 


bly 

“ Mother,” erled poor Julia, sorely troubled, 
“don’t talk so wildly! You can’s think what 
your words imply,” 

Jack had grown white as death, 

** Surely you don’t mean that-——” 

Mrs, Seaton laughed hysterically. 

"I didn’t murder Lettice, or make away with 
her, if that’s what you mean! but I let ber feel 
I thought she had robbed you of your own, And 
once, when she told me she should give the Croft 
back to you as soon as she was twenty-one, and 
that if she died first she would write out her 
wishes, I said there would be no need for that, 
If she died before her next birthday, you were 
her hefr-at-law.” 

"You told her thai” 

" Certainly |” 

"It was as good as saylog you wanted her out 
of the way!" growled Jack. 

‘ —* how’could you?” exclaimed poor 
a 

** Before you say impertinent things to me it 
would be as well to think what Is to be done,” 
said Mra, Seaton, coldly, ‘I suppose, John, you 
intend to take some steps to trace this unfor- 
tunate girl? You had better telegraph for Mr. 
Carleton.” 

"TI can’t. We have telegraphed to him so 
often. I will go ap to London by the first train 
in the morning and tel! him everything.” 

But Sir John so far modified this plan as to 
wait till the post was in before starting. He had 
a vague presentiment Lettice would write either 
to him or Mrs, Seaton, When he got the letter 
she had written at the Temperance Hotel his 
very heart ached, and his feelings towards his 
Aunt Susan were more aggrieved thaa ever, 

She had played such a mean, paltry part. She 
had literally hounded the orphan gir) out into 
the world, bellevingt hereby to secure the pros- 
perity of her own daughter, and all the while 
she and Jalfa were living at Lettice’s expense. 
In one particular the letter relieved his mind : 
there was no lover iu the case, Lettice Dene 
seemed to have no thought of love or marriage ; 
she had simply gone away because it had been 
impressed on her her life stood between two other 
people and happiness. Too conscentious to seek 
death she had accepted a life-long exile-from the 
home lawfully her own. 

Sir John went to Mr. Carleton’s private 
house, hoping to catch him before he started 
for the office, He had another reason for 
calling in Kensington rather than the Temple : 
he had a great liking for the solicitor’s 
wife, and he believed her kindly heart aud 
womanly instincts might be of more help in his 
perplexity than even ker husband’s legal skill. 
Mr. Carleton was at home, and one glance ab 
Jack's face told him he brought bad news, At 
the visitor’s request the lawyer brought his wife 
to join in the consvltation, then Juhn North 
told his story add showed them Lettice’s letter. 

“ Poor child!” said Mrs. Carleton, the tears in 
her own eyer, “it reads as though her heart was 
broken. Last Jane I should have said a little 
money would make her perfectly happy, and yet, 
ever sluce she became an heiress she seems to 
have been wretched,” 

**T can’s make out the fifty pounds,” said Mr. 
Carleton, “ Did she think it would keep her any 
time }”” 

* Perhaps she meant to be trained for some 
epecial work,” suggested his wife; “ type- 
writing or shorthand—to learn either, needs a 
premium,” 

“She took nothing with her,” sald Sir John. 
“She may bave felt she could only effect her 





he had falled all down the line. 


“Lettice. Return at once, You are quite 
mistaken. All will be well if you go home,” 

“‘L D, fs earnestly entreated to communicate 
with her cousin J, N. He much regrets her 
course, which was quite needless.” 

The natural reserve of an Englishman pre- 
vented Jack from letting his heart a) in 8 
newspaper advertizement, 


delusion. I am not engaged to Julia, ard never 
should be if you did not exist, So come back 
and I¢et us try to make up to you for the past. 

Bat sich an a could hardly appear fn a 
public paper—or Jack thought not—#o he fell 
back upon his previous attem 
that there wav nothing in ei 
her relatives wanied her, bub that both implied 
merely that they would not let her sacrifice her- 
eelf on their account—a very different thing, 


(To be continued.) 
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way’e Almanac avd Family Friend for 1598 
Although published grataltously — Mr. Hollo- 
way, of 78, New Oxford-street, offering to send 
it to any address fn the world on receipt of a 
halfpenny stamp for postage—it is well printed, 
on good paper, with a really fine Hlustration on 
nearly every page. The little book contains much 
varied information, which makes it a valuable 
home reference book, and in addition it bas a 
most interesting series of illustrated articles on 
the Sporta of the World, 


His Impsrtan Masksty Emrsron Kiva Magne- 
ux IL, has ordered a throne for himself, which 
has bean made in France, The height of this 
magnificent structure Is nearly twenty feet, and 
the breadth is four yards, Carried ont in the 
Romano-Byzantine style, it has two carved and 
gilt oak supports, topped by wha is technically 
called an entablature, upon which reets a massive 
metal crown. There are splendidly embroidered 
draperies, also adorned with a crown, and the 
base has two further crowns carved upon it, the 
one Im , the other regal; with the Empercr- 
K enelik’s monogram underneath them in 
Ethiopian characters, 





“THE HUMAN HAIR: Ite Restoration and Preser- 
vation.” A Practical Treatise on 
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When Miss Tabitha speaks of the arf man 
ashe answers readily, acd in terms of 

most unqualified praise ; tells her, too, that he iz 
his uncle’s (Sir manor March’s) heir, 
one day be a very wealthy man, And the soured 
spinster listens, resolving to make good use of 
the information, having an to the rewar 
eg ek aoe 
separating his son 8 . 

One evening ehe persuades Hugh to accompany 
them to the Lyceum, having ascertained that the 
Roesiters and Harry will be present. Occe 
seated, her eyes rove round the house, and 
presently discover ber victim, 

“Mr, Stamer,” she saye, smiling and displaying 
the gold wire in her teeth very liberally, “do you 
see Miss Rossiter, your old flame? That is Mr. 
March with her, and folke may it Is to bes 
match between them.” 

Hug) looks annoyed, but following the direction 
of her eyes, meets those of Gipsy, very bright and 
eager. She bows to him aad he longs to go ‘ 
her, but their {ntercourte is limited to a mere 
sign of recoguition ; and he has to endure all the 
pangs of jeslousy as he watches Harry bending 
over her, paying her little delleate attention:, 
chatting gaily to her between paso. To-night 
for the first time, a doubt of ‘her truth stirs fo 
his 


heart. 

And ao {t is from day to day that the leaven 
ry age mel Gime 
these two fil. grows : 
snd Gipsy reckless. When he is present she flirts 
outrageously, and meets his frown with defiant 





Baldness, Greynesa, 
Superfiuous Hair, &e. 40 Post-froe six stamps | 
from Dr. HORN, Hair Spentalist, Dournemouth. 
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Men remark amongst themselves that ‘that 
Into a most audacious 


cerning an engagement them, 
Ons ne eran ae she determined 
to learn the worst, and Miss Tabitha es- 


and his eyes brooding. 

May I have this dance? It is a very im- 
promptu request, but-———” 

He pauses, and Gipey answers, with white 
but steady lipe,— 

" T should it,” 

And in » moment they are whirling round. the 
room, whilst the music beats Into her heart and 
brain and maddens her, She can remember only 
the words of that aad song :— 


“ Oh, love, for the last time w: low ; 


Say you love me, darling, once igo 
Only to- only to- t, hark to the old refrain, 
eo jast for to-night,“but never for me 


She is going mad. Oh, Heaven! how can she 
bear 1)? His arm about her, his breath upon 
her uplifted face, his heart beating upon hers 
and hislove dead. Suddeuly she stops. 

“Take meto a seat,’she pants. ‘I am ill.” 

Without a word he leads her from the wWhirl- 
ing throng. Ob, now is the time to explain 
away all that appears so evil. . 

‘Sarely, surely,” he thinks, '' she will tell me 
all. I may be needlessly jealous.” 

Bat the watchful eyes of Miss Tabitha have 
spled them out, and she hastens to proffer her 
aselatance, 


“Go away, Mc. Stamer,” she says, pleadingly. 
“ Miles Roaalter is best with me.” we 

‘Reluctantly he goes, and so the chance is 
lost, never to return again, When he has gone 
Gipsy looks round in 4 scared way. 


“Will you find Mra. Trelawney for me?” she 


asks ; but Miss Tabitha has no intention of leav- 
ing her again, 

“My dear, I do not like to go-yet ; you are so 
farfrom well. Ob, Mr. March "— signalling to 



























, who joing them rapidly— you bring 
relawnsy. Miss Rossiter is ill.” 
Trelawney hastens at once to her young 


scien haipel tok me the right to love and 
you always?” 

ae 2 for him ; her heart 
ia so sore with her own She only answers 
lauguidly that she newer marry, and he 


grows perceptibly weaker, 
ta. Greatly 
alarmed Mr, Rossiter calls in a physician, who 
looks grave, and shakes his head over her ; then 
orders her back to Stokefield at once. 
Frank has left town more than a month now, 
having taken a responsible post in a branch estab- 


all, 
would mediation be, seelog his heart has gone 
from me?” 

Sv on the eve of her d re she writes him 
a little note, which seals doom and his, and 
confirms his belfef in her faithiesaness. 

** Mise Rossiter has great pleasure in giving 
Mr. Stamer his freedom, feeling eure such @ course 
must result in happiness to both.” i 


A long airy room, with crimson and white 

, and on a bed, palufully thin, with a 

Inight spot on either cheek, lies Gipsy—pretty 

Gipsy Rossiter—dying. By her side sit her 

father ; at the foot of the bed la Ted, his face 
hidden fn his hands. She stirs slightly. 

“ Daddy, if you had never parted us—oh, my 
dear | my dear! don’t grieve s0 ; but—but if you 
had been less harsh to him—I might have been 
strong and happy now,” 

She does not mean to reproach bim, bub the 
long pent-up anguish of her soul wil! at last have 

t. 


vent. 

“Oh!” she walls, “I loved him, I loved him 
so dearly, and it broke my heart to lose him,” 

She laughs then in a dreadful way. 

“You see I lived by his love and when that 
was taken from me I knew I should die, Oh! 
oh {| sweetheart, love! 
been |” 


cruel you have 


how 
‘Hush ! hush, my dearest!” Ted cries, 
starting forward and kneeling by her. “You 
break our hearts. Tell me, Gipsy, whab can I 
do for you? Ie there anything you wish 1” 





e * *. * CJ 
When Hugh received Gipsy’s note his doubts 
of her truth were confirmed, and his rose 
{n passionate revolt against his love, he 
so wantonly 


Full of avger Ted hastens to tha yes go 
forces his way in. He catches a glimpse of the 
dalnty-robed figures of pretty maids, hears 


the ripple cf light laughter ; then he is shown 
into room, and bidden to wait for Hu 


him 

“Gipsy is dying,” Ted says, bluntly, “and 
you have mi her; but she prays you to 
come to her that she may say good-bye.” 

Hugh staggers the wail. 

“Dying! and I her murderer! I don’t 
rage cam pl passing bis hand over his temples 

a dazed way. 

“Ts Is thie marriage of yours that has worked 


bandy words. Will you come?” 

“ | wiil come,” speaking like one In a dream. 

Then he goes away to tell Annabel there will 
be no wedding this day. Aye, and no wedding 
for him in any day te come, 

* # a * » 

Gipsy fs sinking feet; but when the young 
men enter she is quite conacious, and greets 
Hugh with a bright smile. 

*T knew you would come,” she says, broken! 
“although they said you would not. I onal 


3 | mot die alone, Ob, love—love! {t hae been so 


articulate words he telis all his unswerving love 
—and when he finishes ber face fe bright as thas 
of an an 

‘Sit by me,” she says. ‘* Hold me—my head 
upou your breast—I would wish to die in your 
arms,” 

“Gipsy,” entreats Mr. Rossiter, “forgive me, 
say you forgive me, child |” 

“I did that long ago; and now—now I am 
be ate All of you kise me, bat Hugh last 
of all,’ 

Taey bend over her and kiss her once, know- 


fog now the parting is near at band. ‘Then. 


Hugh leys his lips to hers, that have grown so 
cold, and even as he does eo her head falls back 
upon her shoulder, and in one horrible flash he 
knows that she is dead. 

He lays her amongst the pillows, not so white 
now as her sweet, still face, and falling o= his 
kuees by the bed hides his face in the bed- 
clothes, 

He hears the sobs of Mr, Rossiter and Ted, 
but he scarcely heeds them. He only knows 
that he has lost her for ever and for ever. He 
stretches out his hand, and clasps one of here iu 
his, Alas! alas! to think it can never now return 
his pressure ! 


“ Never again will that dear head ache, 
Never again wi!) that true heart break, 
Never again will those ead eyes wake 

From that calm sleep.” 
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And the darkness of despair gathers all around 
and about bim, ; 
* * ° ? bd 

Ia: after days Avnabe! marries Harry March, 
but Hugh lives alone; and although folks 
wonder why he does nob take a wife none guess 
his love story or ita tragic ending, or that he 
and the girl who was‘o dear to him euffered so 
eruslly for a sin that wae not their own, 


[rHe END.) ° 








THE SECRET OF THE MINE. 


—0-— 
CHAPTER XLIX, 


Tre beautifol girl who was talking to Captain 
Burton clinched her white hands together, and a 
look of hatred swept over her face, 

“*T have no love for Bertie Howard,’ she 
answered in a low voice; ‘ he jilted me, and you 
know the words-— 


*'* Hell bath no fury like a woman scorned, 
Nor bate so pitiless as love te hatred turned.’ 


“I told him then that the hour would come 
when he would rue it ; but he only laughed at me, 
ealling my love for him a mad infatuation, adding 
insult te injury by declaring that on bis part ir 
was no love affair between him and me—only a 
simple and harmiese little flirtation, 

*'* Well,’ sald Captain Burton, cutting her 
remarks short, ‘you had better go back to the 
gate ; that maid will be there by this time to tell 
you whether she delivered your last to 
hina, and if he will come. Don't let her suapect 
that I have anything to do with the matter, or 
she will betray us to Howard ; she’s not to be 
truated.’ 

* Those are the words that made ms furious, 
For one moment I stood there after they had 
parted from each other, with the faintness of 
death stealing over me. He, of all other men on 
earth, to speak thus lightly of the poor fool who 
had been his dupe, and who, even then, was 
grieving her life out because of her disappointed 
love for him! Then another thought occurred 
tome, I had delivered the girl’s message to Mr, 
Bertie Howard the night before, and he had 
replied axgrily : 

“'* Did you not tell her that I would never see 
her again! Buthold! Iwill go. I willseeher 
myself to-morrow morning at the hour she names, 
and will puta stop forall time to come to this 
sort of thing.’ 

‘© T bad slipped down in advance of him to the 
wicket-gate to tell her he was comirg, when I 
overheard her conversation with Captain Burton. 
Ab! what if Mr. Howard had gone to the wicket- 
gate by way of the lane? The very thought 
almost. paralyzed me. I hurried back to. the 
house to tell him all. I-~I—went to his room ; 
the door was ajar. Ob, my lady, he has gone on 
blindly to his fate, and does not know it—gone 
like a lamb to the elavghter! What shall we do, 
my lady? Whatever ie done must be donc 
quickly. He has gone to the wicket-gate, ‘and 
instead of the girl he fs expecting to see, and to 
repricaand for coming to seo him, Captaiu Burton 
will be there, and he will be killed 1” 

A bibter cry fell from Noreh’slips. She forgot 
the letter which she had slipped into her bosom 
—forgot everything save the peril of the man she 
loved, 

“© Come,” she said, grasping the maid’s arm, 
** leb no time be lost; every moment is precious. 
Lead the way.” 

Fear lent wings to her feet, The maid was 
trembling so that she could hardly walk a step. 

‘* For the love of heaven, hasten 1" she sobbed, 

Even as she uttered the words there was the 
report of a pistol. ’ 

“ Oh, Heaven ! we are too late!” cried Norah, 
in an agony of deepair. 

Without snother word, a moan, or @ cry, 
Norah fell, face downwards, In the long dew- wet 


grass. 
Her maid was too paralyzed for an fustant to 


beautiful, un’ young lady was dead, she was 
so white and 
Back to the house she flew with all speed, and 
summoned her mistress, Ab, how true ib ig that 
one false step leads to another—one falsehood 
requires the telling of many more falaehoods | 
“ Mrs. Howard went out into the grounds to 
take an early morning airing,” she panted, ‘* and 
I saw her drop down among the flowers.” 
In a very short « of time they had carried 
Norsh back to the houseand Into her room again. 
Hastily they summoned the doctor—the same 
ve that had attended her through her late 
ever. 
**T cannot underatand it,” he mused, 
long and thoughtfully at his patient, after he had 
administered the first dove of medicine, “ She 
was on @ fair way to recover ; indeed, I may say 
she was almost ae strong as she was before her 
sickness, Some gread excitement must have 
brough> this ov." 
The bank clerk's sister trembled. She said to 
herself that she must be responsible for Norah's 
aickness, because of the letter she had put in her 
hand only the afternoon before, 
_ conscience was guilty, and she dared nob 
speak, 
The doctor called for Norsh’s young husband, 
but was told that he generally waiked a mile or 
so before breakfast, and thathe had left the house 
before this unfortunate oecurrence. 

He did not return until an hour after the doctor 
had gone. 
He was ehocked to hear that Norah was fl 
again ; but no intimation of what had caused it 
crossed his mind, 

The maid dared not tell him. Her relief had 
been great to see him enter the house, and she 
could not refrain from sayiog : 

‘* T heard a pistel-shot, and I was so afraid that 
some ill had befallen you, sit, knowing that you 
had gone to meet someone againat your will.” 

“ No,” he answered, pre ‘Some hunter 
was shooting at game, probably. I saw no one. 
‘There was no one at the wicket-gate. I contiaued 
my walk, and returned home duly to find my 
oa ill,” be saidp more to himself than to the 


fliness was a serfous drawback towards informing 
her brother. He had ald out a plan, sud he was 


On the night before he had written a long letter 
to Norah, telling her of his great love, and 
beaeeching ber not to give him up. 

"No one else will ever love you as I do,” be 
wrote. ‘' No one can be loved but once in 2 life- 
time as they should be loved, Heaven has s0 
made woman, that to her the chief good in life is 
love. They cannot dispense with it, 


time will come when you will long for the love 
which you now cast aside, You will be to 
surrender all for love some day, and then you will 
re find it, You will not be always young and 
fair. 

‘** The time will come when your hair will have 
iost its golden sheen and your eyes their light, 
If sickness comes to you, you will lorg with all 


Hie, my darling, through lorg hours of pain think- 
ing of me, longivg for me, wondering how you 
could 
will not be near to comfort you. 
Norab,” he wrote, “ and let me my 
where two lives’ happiness is concerned, 
writ? @ 
leave all in your hands, Norah.” 





know what to do, for she thought that the poor, 
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His words relieved the maid greatly, * Norah's |: 
manhood, for 


depths of bis anguished soul. 
ee ee oe ee fel 
t 


“ It you turm away from me now, Norah, the 


your heart for a tender touch of a loving hand, or 
the tender words from a loving voice, You will 


be so mad as to send me from you, crying 
out my name ; but I will nob be near to hear, 1 


" Think of the long days you will mise me, 1 
warn you that you cannot live without love, and 
no one will love you. Oaly give me a trial, 
great 
love in any way that seems best to you. Will 
you plead with your brother for me? He will 
listen to you. Surely he will be merciful to you, 
You are 
my sunshine, the light of my soul. If I were to 

thousand pages I could only tel! you, over 
and over sguin, that which I have already eaid—I 


He had sesled the letter and laid ft on his 
table, intending to give it to her when he camein, 











i 
but now she was too ill to read it, he thought, as 
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they were wrung 


He felt certain of the result—-Norah’s brother 


would take her from him, Ab, Heaven! it she 


were bub conscious that her side of the story 
might be heard, Denfs Connor had certainly 
come at the worst time. 

Olacping the form of his’ unconscious bride in 
his arms, Bertie covered the white face with 
sgonised, passionate kisres, He was growing 
reckless, He cried that if he were never to see 
her again he would dis by his own hand then and 
there, That would) to Noruh’s brother 
how madly he loved her, acd how wrong it wes 
to separate them. 

Bertle’s hand travelled to his breast-pocket. 
His revolver was there, He was in tho habit of 
carrying it there of late, In anticipation of meet- 
ing Captain Burten. The revolver was loaded. 
One slight pressure of the trigger, am insisat of 
intense pain, then all would be over. 

Before he could execute his mad resolve, the 
maid appeared atthe door again, 

“The gentleman {s pacing up and down the 

like one possessed,” she said fn effiight. 
“Will you be down directly, Mr, Howard: 
she added, in a tremulous voice, 

“ Yes,” he answered, huekily, I will eee hia 
at once, Ask him if he will be kind enough t 
step up to this room.” 

The maid disappeared upon her errand, A 0 
ment of anxiety followed, then he heard ber ré- 
turning, » heavier tread following after hers. 

Bertie Howard drew himself up to his ful! 
beigh®, and turned his pale, 6 face toward 
the door, and calmly awaited the coming 
Norab’s brother, 
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to play fa Bartle Howard’s future in the critical 

hour which was so trying to him, 

Pauline had been obliged to return to Mrs. 
Howard the unsatisfactory report that she hed 
not seen her son Bertie nor his bride. ; 

Mra. Howard was greatly diea ted. , 

“1 left the letter,” said “and no 
doubt you will hear from them some time dur- 
iog the day. Tf not, I can call there to-morrow 
morning. 

“ Yon are tired with your long trip,” said Mrs. 
Howard, “Take a cup of tea, and after that 
you can look over the paper for me if you 
will.” 

“] will read'to you now,’ said Pauling, “I 
Jo not feel the need of anything to eat.” 

She had scarcely taken the paper in her hands 
ere 8 great cry rose to her lips. 

“What is the mather!” said Mra, Howard, 
**Do, do—you—see anything about my eon }” 

“No,” said Pauliae, hoarseiy, her voice sound- 
ing strangely hollow. ‘I am readiog of a 
terrible railway aceldent, Among the names is 
one that I have heard before,” 

‘Is ita friend?" asked Mrs, Howard, sympa- 
thetically, 

“ No—yes,” answered Pauline, incoherently, 

It was well for Pauline, that Mra, Howard 
was called from the room jaat. then to attend to 
the grocery boy who was ringing the basement 
bell, 

Pauline stared st the paper like one carved 
from stone ; her eyes dilated. Again and again 
she read the printed name, the first one on 
the list of “killed”’ She did pot cry out. The 
firet thought that flashed across her mind was 
that she was free—free from the persecutions 
of the man whom she had married w save her 
father’s honour, 

She was sorry for the man’s untimely end. 
Bat, oh | Heaven vn Ape ey how glad she was to 
be free! What should she dof She had aot a 
friend in all the great city to advise with—no one 
to tell her what to do. Then suddenly she 
thought of Denis Connor, Ah, surely he would 
tell her what to do ; he would help her. 

She did not stop to think how auch an action 
would appear to ; but in the first fiush 
of her grief she hurried with all possible speed 
toa telegraph station at the corner, and send 
him a m that ehe was in London, asking 
him to come to her ab once, as she Was in great 
trouble, 

Scarcely an bour passed ere Denls Connor 
answered the summons, little dreaming of the 
letter which came to the hotel scarcely five- 
mioutes after he had left it, 

Paulinewknew his step, and her heart beat 
ewifily. A moment later ber eld lover was 
ushered into ber presence, She rose to greet 
him, took s step forward, and once more these 
two who had been parted so tragically, stood 
ion to face. They locked at each other In 
allence, 

To Denis there came back, with keep, bitter 
pain, the memory of his passionate farewell. To 
Pauline, the remerabrance of the hour ia which 
she eent him from her, suffering as Keenly as he 
did, yet making no eign. 

Denis was the first to speak. 

““T think I know why you sent for me,” he 
said, holding out hishand. . ‘\I have just read of 
~—of— your bereavement. You-—- you— would” 
‘ke me tovadyise, perhaps to aseist you?” 

“Yes,” said Pauline ina low voice. 

he did not dare touch her hand, the memory 
of the past was too strong upon him. 

He had bidden farewell to those hande, and 

their least touch: was no longer for him, He felt 
& pain in his heard, and he knew well that the old 
wound had not yet healed, 
_ Paullue pointed to a seat, and Denis sat down ; 
out he did nob take the chair she Indicated, taking 
Cae further away from her, This action cut 
Pauline to the very soul, 

They talked for nearly an half hour ; 
then, mot trua himself to remain any 
longer, Denfé rose to go Pauline’s very pre- 
= even in this hour, affected him like strong 

Qs, 


He had advised her to leave: London, where 


ag at once, Perhaps there was a method in 
t 


He realised that if he were to see her often 
all the old mad, hopeless love would blossom {nto 
life again, for she could be nothing to him. If 
she had not cared enough for him to have married 
him in the past, she would never care for him in 
the future. 

Then she asked him about his sister, and he 
told her the story of her disappearance, and of 
his fruitiess search for her, 

“T have business which will take me to America 
fo a fortnight ; I will see-you there then,” he 
told her, ‘By the way,” he added, " there fa an 
old gentleman and his wife who sail to-morrow ; 
if you think you could get ready so soon, it would 
"2 an excellent opportunity for you to go with 
them, 

Pauline’s face turned a shade paler, How 
anxious he was to have her out of England. 

. I can go ab apy time,” she answered ; “if 

He seemed to understend her hesitancy and 
added hastily, — 

“ There was a bill due on your father’s estate, 
and not knowing to whom to psy the money, 
they sent the cheque to me, andI in turn now 
pay the money over to you.” 

She was grateful beyond words, for she would 
have died rather than tell Denis Connor of the 
straitened circumstances she was in, though she 
was obliged to confess to bim that she had not 
been living with her husband for long months— 
a revelation which surprised Denis immeneely. 
Bat he made no comment. 

Mrs. Howard was surprized at Pauline’s an- 
nouncement of her sudden departure. She had 
told Denis she needed little preparation, sinply 
to take s anteau, and then in a hesitating 
volce she revealed to. Denis why she had no 
wardrobe—it was on account of the fire, aud that 
she was the woman he had rescued. 

“Why did you not tell me of itat the time?” 
he asked. 


A whiteness overspread her face. She did not 
answer bin, 

His was at the door, and when he left 
Mra. Ho *s cottage, Pauline accompanied him 
to the home of the friends who were going out 
West, afrer bidding adieu to Mra. Howard and 
promising to write to her, 

To Pauline ib looked as though she had left 
the earth and been lifted to heaven to find her- 
self once more beside Denis, the only man she 
had ever cared for. But why was he so cold and 
formal, treating her as though she were a 
stranger ? 

He did not even attempt to keep up the con- 
versstion. Hed he forgotten her so utterly t 
Perhaps he had found some other love. This 
thought filled her with alarm, She felt that she 
must know, 

“Denia,” she sald, suddenly and wistfully, 
“why do you treat me as though I were a 
stranger to you?” 

The question was so sudden that it took him 
sback fora moment; but he quickly recovered 
himeelf. 

* Must I answer that question ?” he asked, 

_* Yes,” said Pauline, 
** Because I am only human,” he retorted, after 
& moment's pause. ‘Your presence recalls too 


‘Watly memories to make it safe for me to linger 


on 1%,” 
Before she could reply the carriage came to a 


sudden stop, : 

sietoning antclty fe: coreg J a bela: 
4 ‘from ovgham, and hold- 

ing out his band for her to alight. 

An old gentleman stood in the door-way, who 

greeted Denis wartaly, looking with eagerness at 

his companion. 

“ Have you found your sister ?”" he asked, 

“No,” sald Denis; “this fs a young lady 

friend of mine, who has had the misfortune of 

just having lost her husband, She has decided 

to return to her home in Amarica, and knowiog 
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she know no one, and to recurn to her Western 


that youare about to start for there, I ventured 
to place her in your protection.” 

** And I shalt ba only too glad to accept the 
charge,” said the old gentleman, heartily, “ But, 
my dear boy, there has been a different schedule 
put into operation since [ saw you last. The boat 
sails ot nine o’elock to-morrow morning, insteed 
of at noon. Our trunks have already gone, We 
are walting for the cab now which is to take us 
to the station, When your carriage stopped, I 
was stre that {b was the one for ur,” 

* An hour or so does not matter much,” said 
Denis, ‘I will accompany you as far as the 
station, and see you all off,” he added. 

‘*But where is the young lady’s baggsge?” 

“T will attend to that,’ answered Denis, re- 
lyfiog to the enibarraselnog question quickly, as 
t would need so much explanation from 

Peuline, “I ought to stop at the hotel and see 
if there's any correspondence for me,” he sald, little 
dreamiog of the im f letter which awaited 
him from Bertie Howard; “ but I baven’t time 
it appears,” he said, consulting his watch. "As 
it ia, it will be a close shave to catch the train,” 

This proved to be the case. The ¢xpress was 
just steaming out of the station as they reached 
ft, It was with the greatest haste that Denis 
secured their tickets. 

Shall I see you again soon ?” said Pauline, 
locking eagerly into Denis’s face. 

" Would you care to?” he breathed, hoarsely. 

“ Yes,” she answered, and the answer seemed 
breathed from the very depths of her heart, and 
shone in the light of ber wistful eyes, 

“Then I will come in a few weeks’ time.” 

* Good-bye,” she said, Her lips trembled, and 
her eyes filled with tears as she clung to him, 
weeping and sobbing as If her heart wou!d break. 
When would she see him again? It might no 
be for yeara—ib might be—uever ! 

The clanging of the beli remladed them that 
Time's relentless hand was thrusting them apart. 
Deuis stood on the platform watching the beautifal 
face preased closely againat the pane, until it was 
out of sight ; then he turned away. 

How strange were the workings of Fate | 

Through the accident Maurice Fairfax had 
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been removed from his path, and Pauline had 
been restored tohim. Had it nob been for the 
loss of Norah bie heart would have becn a 
than it had been for many a day—ay, his cup o 

earthly bliss would have been full to fa Ba 

Pauline sank back in her seat. It seemed to her 
that she was beginning to live sgsio, dezpite the 
joad of sorrow that had almoab- crushed her soul, 

She hid watched her lover out of sight. She 
gave a greatstart of anxiety as she remembered 
this. Jt was not considered licky to watch one 
out of sight, Her aunt, Mrs, Peters, had told 
her thatwhen she was a little child, She re- 
mombered that she had watched herfather out of 

sight on the memorable day he had left Castle 
R yal, ahe had never seen him since, 

She hoped with all her heart that nothing 
would keep her from Denis. Ah, how strong 
and mauly, and noble he was! She fel» 
sorry for the fate of Maurice Fairfax ; but ab! 
the men had been eso cruel to her, She re- 
membered how he had raised his hand and struck 
her, She remembered the humiliation he had 
caused her, and the shameless people with whom 
he had brought ber into contact. 

The holocaust had been terrible~first the 
wreck of the train, then ite catching fire, and the 
burning to cinders of the mutilated bodies was so 
dreadful that the charred remains of the passen- 
gere wae not recogn'zable one from the other, 
For this reason Denis Connor had advised her 
not to remain for the funeral, The shock would 
be so great that she would never get over it, Ab, 
how careful he waz of her! How she thanked 
Heaven that he loved ber still, even as she loved 
him | 





CHAPTER LI. 


Denis re-entered the cab his besrt and mind in 
a whirl. It seemed to him scarcely a moment 
ere the carrisge drew up in front of the hotel, 
He had en sppointment to see a gentleman in 
town. Upon looking at his watch, he found that 
he had barely tims to get there; but he told 
himself he must run in and get his letters. 

Ip was then that he found Bertie Howard's 
letter awaiting him. His emotione, ashe read it, 
can better be imagined than deacribed. 

In @ flash he had entered the vehicle again, 
excitedly commanding the driver to drive with 
ail haste to the number indicated. 

Little Norah married to the writer of the 
letter ! 

Good Heavens! he could not, he would not 
believe it! Some scoundre] had read of the 
money which her brother bad inherited, and 
thought to obtain a good lice of it by abducting 
the girl and forcing her into a marriage and being 
bought off at a good price. 

His feet scarcely touched the ground as he 
sprang from the vehicle, and be could hardly 
await the appearance of the man whose letter he 
held in hie hand. But when five, ten minutes 
passed, aud he did not put in sn appearance, 
Denis grew slmoet distracted. 

If he had not been informed by the. maid that 
Mr. Howard would see him if be would come 
upstairs, he would have gone through the house 
himself in search of Norab. 

Denis shook like an aspen leaf as he ascended 
the stairs, grasping at the railing to keep him- 
self from falling ; his heart beat so loudly that it 
eoemed it must buret. 

"This way, sir,” said the maid, throwing open 
the door. “You will find che gentleman and 
the sick lady in here,” 

He stepped across the threshold. Fur an 
instant a mist swam before his eyes, and as it 
cleared away he saw a couch near one of the Jace 
draped windows, Upon it s figure lay, which 
he recognized but too well, and beside it the tall 
figure of ® young man whose face was turned 
toward him, 


Denis advanced, his face pale as 16 would ever 


be in death, until he stood within a few feet of 
the man whosae letter be still held in bis hand, 
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He was 20 overcome with emotion that he 
dared not trust himeelf to speak, nor dared he 
give way to his feelings as he gezsd on the face | 
of Norah, lyiog white and motionless oa the | 
pillow. Bertie was the first to recover himeelf, 
He kaew intuitively what his feelings were, 
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"I have your letter,” he said ; “let me under- 
stand it thoroughly before I decide what course 
of action to pursue,” 

“Will you please eit down,” sald Bertie, | 
huskily, pointing to a seat ; but Norah’s brother 
ignored the chair as he had the band of the man 
who had preffsred it, He did not even attempt 
to give the sister he loved so dearly one caress, 

Standing before Norsh’s brother with folded 
arms, Bertie commenced at the beginnirg He | LADIES’ | 
did not spare himeelf, but told the truth from 
beginning to end, 

Great ae Devie’s amazement was when he heard 
him speak of Maurice Fairfax, and his belicf that 
he was doing a kindly action in helping to- trace 
his fogitive bride, he made no outer sign, and 
Bertie continued his narrative—of aes 
Burton’s sdmiration for the young ‘ag henge 
bad by mistake abducted, and how he had pusher 
her from the captain's ‘clutches at almost the | 














cost of his Iife, not knowing who she was; of | Enclose stamped addressed en to "K..” 
his flight, the bresking down of the cab, and how | | Karen Lrp,, Hoppsrsrietn, for samples, 
he had been forced to take shelter, wounded as with name of nearest agent. 
he wes, in an old man’s cabin to escape the 
atorm ; of the long night paseed waiting for the 
rm turn of the old maa who had gone to fetch a a 

doctor, and how he hed proposed to the girl to 
marry her, and she had decided to accept him, 
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“ Your absence prevented my wife or self from 
notifyicg you before,” cried Bertie, brokeuly, 

He told of his love for Norah, threw himself | 
upon the brother’s mercy, and asked him not to | 
take her from him, 

‘*T have you to thank for your manliness in 
that affair with Captain Barton, which I shall 
hold him accountable for in the pear future, But 
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do, It would be like taking advantege of her 
youth and inexperience in mating her with a 
man of whom I know nothing. Your story may | 
have worked upon the sympathy of thie poor 
child, who knew nothin of love or lovers, The 
marriage must be anaul 

Allin vain Bertie pleaded. Norah's brother 





The oats MEANS for 
DESTROYING 
HAIR ON THE FACE 





was inexorable, \ is by psing ALEx. Ross ” 8/6; 

"Tt is the only course left open to me,” he sald, | woe easng, De bai | bn fr the Electric “App pple 
sternly. ‘‘ If L should not ralse a protest, per- | We Tor nick ther rie | His ides 
haps the time would come when Norah would | ace whiskers, or hair on the head. His Skin 


cry out against me that I had not saved her from tener, a lignid for removing furrows and crows 


a fate which was horrible to her, She does not | feet marks under tho eyes, are eneh oaks at 8/6; by om 
love you. I do not like to doubt your assertion, | | Cucdiene atthe Bsa, rope Raymon ‘ee Mer eSioe, 
but it seems to me impossible that you love her, for outstancing ears, are pold st 10/6, or ans for stamps. 


time.”’ ~-A Holborn 
ee eee | Temdon. ‘ied turagh all ‘Chemists. Letters replica 
(7 be continued.) | to in stamped envelope ; parcels sent free from observ- 
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ARE a, wo Have no equal. 
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ADDEESS : 
INSTITUTE, SHOREDITCH, LONDON, WE. 


AVOID DISHONAST IMITATORS, 
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GREY EAT 


NECROCEINE (Registered)... 


Stains Grey H air, Whiskers, 7, brows any shade dosired,. Does hot Stain the Skin 
Is applied in a few minutes. It is harmless, Washable, pean ie . and Restores the 
Colour to the Root, making detection impossible, and is undo ly the —_ 7% 
and Best Bair Stain in the World. No. 1, Light Brown; No en 5, No. 


Dark Grown; No. 4, Black. Sent sccretly packed by post for 1s. sa. 2s. 3d., 36. me 
5s. and 10s. 
Medical Certificate sent with each Bottle. 


Write for Unsolicited Testimonials. 








Address—M, LEIGH & CRAWFORD, 31, Brooke St., Holborn, London, E.C. 
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FACETIZ. 


“Jr seems strange,”’ said Barnstormer, to a 
friend, “that when an egg isn't good for avy- 
thiog elee 1t goes on the stage.” 

‘AnE you ip pain, my little man!’ asked the 
kind old gentleman. ‘‘ No,” anewered the boy. 
“The pala’s in me,” 

Srraweer; “ Why do you think you will have 
sny trouble in keeping the engagement secret ?” 
Singerly : “I had to tell the girl, didn’t 13” 

Excirzep Wire: “Ob, professor, the cook has 
fallen and her coilar-bone.” Professor : 
* Discharge ber ab once, You told her what to 
expect if ehe broke anything more,” 

Ses: “ How would you punctuate the follow- 
ing: ‘ Bank of Eo od notes of various values 
were blown al street by the wind!” He; 
"] think I would make a daeh after the notes,” 

Hawkins: “I eee your folks are back from 
their holidays. How arethey?” Banks: “ Oh, 
they stood it first-rate, As far as I can see, they're 
nearly as well as they were before they started.” 

“Wat did you think of my epeech, Mrs, 
Tactly }” asked the saplent young statesman. 
pe | —- some of your quotations perfectly 
grand,” 

Feisxpigich: “I'm thinking of dabbling a 
little in stocks, What's a good thing to pui 
your money in?” Broker: “Your inside 
pocket.’’ 

Doctor: “ Your uncle died of a complication 
of diseases, did he not?” Jack: ‘* Ei thas 
or @ complication of doctors, I am not sure 
which,” 

“Let me see—last Saturday was Miss May 
Tewer’s birthday, was it not? How did the day 
pass off?” “It passed off quietly. It was her 
fortieth,” 

vy kan cae —e = ib was ab Wilkins’ 
par b night.” 3 es ; in the earl 
or evening, It got brighter soon prea 


Wik ; ‘*Ma, can people leave parts of them- 
elves in different sina “*No; don’t be ridi- 
calous,” “Well, Mr. Jiggs said he was going to 
Arizona for his lungs.” 

Mrs, Swauirweron: “ Are you sure this is the 
fashion?” Modiste: * Ouf, madame! Z) ver’ 
latest?" Mrs. Swellington (still doubtful): 
"Queer! It looks weil and feels comfortable,” 

“WELL,” said the smiling and leisurely caller 
to the busy editor, ‘I haven't bothered you for 
quite a while,” “That is true,” replied the 
7 “there have been plenty of other 
pores,” 

Mrs Cassy: “Doctor, Oi want yez for to look 
at little Pataey’s t’roat. It be so sore from 
echmokin’,” Bite he smoke in- 
cessantly ?” Mrs, Casey: * 

- pre, HL sey: “He do not, Sure, 

Mes. Henry Paox; (whose mother has been 
Visiting them for over four months): "I don’t 
know what to buy mother for a present, Do 
yout” Mr, Henry Peck: “Yes! Buy her a 
travelling bag,” 

“leat Mise Goldrick seems to be awfully 
Popular with the young men.” ‘‘Popular is no 
nam’ for it, Why, do you know ber father has 
actually got out a printed form of declaration of 
(fers for her hand |” 

He. “The astrologer described you exactly, 
ana eaid that I would marry you.” She: 

Don’t you think it was a waste of money to 
consult him?” “Why?” ‘I could have told 
you the same thing myself.” 

Sus (who has seen the play before): “ Bis 
great scene is In the next act. He feels remorse 
for having killed the old man.” He: " Doesn't 
he fell remorse for not having killed the rest of 
the cast }” 

ELpsRty Laby (been out shopping, Isden with 
purchasee, and out of bréatb): “But you ‘ave 
_ for one inside,” Conductor: “One in- 
side's all misis, but we ain’t a pan- 


prisoner. 
timg,” sald the prond lawyer. 


wages at your new place?” Mary: ‘No, 
ma'am. i’m working for nothing vow; I'm 
marr 


»” 


Jamp-post, and has buttoned his overcoat round 
it): ” Let me go, I tell you! If you're a lady, 
thish conduct Ish wrong ; and if you're a thief I 
haven’t « halfpenny, so let me go.”’ 

Wim: “I had Httle brother go to heaven 
last night.” Bobble: ‘'Oh, that’s nothing. I 
had a little brother come from heaven !aet night,” 
Willie (after thinking a moment): “ Maybe it’s 


the same baby !” 
“Wa have for ever,” said the young 
man, sadly, “She is never even going to write 


to me again.” “Are you sure of that?” asked 
his sympathetic friend. “Yes. She told me so 
in each of her last three letters.” 

Mrs. Sort: “Now, look here, George, I 

ht you said you had been duck-shooting ?” 
Mr, Short : “ Yes, m’ dear, been duck—(hic)— 
shooting.” But these ducks you brought home 
are tame ducks.” “ Y-e-s, m’ dear; I tamed 
’em after I—(bic)—shot ‘em.” 

Racuxg. : “ Then you give your consent, papa 1” 
Isaac: ‘Yes, my daughter; but I cannot let 
you leaf me. You are mein only child, and you 
and Benjamin must live here mit de old folks. 
You can haf thah recond-story front room for 
thirty shillings a-week.’’ 

Eorror : “ Mr. P; ph, I wish you wouldn’t 
write so many jokes about men who can’t pay 
their bills ; they are funny enough in a way, but 
so many of them are a little monotonous. Can't 
you get your mind on some other subject!” 


a larger 


**T pon’? know what I would have done if It, 
hadn't been for you!” exclaimed the discharged | explorers don’t become discouraged and give up 
“ Weil, you would probably have done | the North Pule.” Second Householder: ‘ Non- 


Mrs Mann (meeting her former servant) : d 
“Ah, Mary, I suppose you are getting better going on as vigorously as ever? 


Lusminaton (who haa fallen asleep against » 


Mr. Paragrsph (thoughtfully) : “ Perhaps 1 could, | 
it salary.” 


= 
Frest Hovsrsorper: “It’s a wonder those 


sense! Haven't you and I been searching fifteen 


years for a satisfactory cook, and isn’t the ecarch 


| Acovnrry lad, who bad got Into trouble and 
| had a summons served upon him, was taken by 
| his mother to a well-known Nottingham solicitor 
| whom we will call Mr. Deede—to arrange about 
| his defence, The good woman at once began to 
| tell the lawyer the woful tale; but suddenly 
| remembering that perhaps her son could give a 
better account of his backsliding hinoself, she 
| addressed him in the following words: " Now, 
| Jarge, just you tell the whole truth, Mr. Deeds” 
| paid to tell the lies.” The woman afterwards 
| found that the lawyer's bill was unusually high. 

| Papa, what would you do if some bed man 
| with a great big revolver was to jamp up in front 
|of you some dark night when you didn’t have 
| anything to shoot with, and should point his 
| revolver a> you and should say: ‘ Your money 
| or your life?’ “I should do just as I do when 
| mamma says: ‘James dear, I have to go down 
| town this morning and buy a few things for the 
| house, Let me have £5, please,’ I should hand 
| the money over. Don't get the Idea that I am 
| foolhardy, child,” 

A morHeR, in a certain station in India, being: 
| troubled at the pain suffered by her child teeth- 
| ing, wrote to the doctor, an Army medical sur- 

geon, as follows: Dear Dr, Smith, Baby’s ae 
are paining him dreadfully ; would you kindly 
come and see him, and bring youc lancet}” The 
doctor, who was pompous, and whose official rank 
was surgeon-msjor, sent back the letter with the- 
| message that there was no such person aa Dr. 
| Smith in the station, The mother was equal to 
the occasion, and wrote a second letter, ‘ Dear 
Surgeon-Msjor Smith, As my baby is suffering. 
great pain in teething, I would fee! greatly ob- 
liged if you would attend him, and bring your 


} 
i 





| sword. 





CARBOLIC 


Is 





SOVEREIGN REMEDY 


For Chafed Skin, Piles, Sore Eyes, Throat Colds, Earache, 
Neuralgic and Rheumatic Pains, Insect Bites, Scalds, Cuts, 
Ringworm, Chapped Hands, Chilblains, and Skin Ailments 
generally. Large Pots 134d. each. 


OINTMENT 


A 





Can be obtained at Chemists, Stores, &c., or post free for value. 















fery well, 
thickenin furniture removal van |” 














F.C. CALVERT « CO. ("32") MANCHESTER. 





ibn, TEAR te Ot ees ao tet fre nae. Pion gop rad™ ons 








Onettn gree 



































PSSST Set 


oa ene 


SSP SSS a ce Se ee ort et ey ee ee 


NS PRE Sree 


ree 





= Spt Seeeeins  ehie- 


SF ee ih ee Se om 2 
Se ee ee 





Seige > 


a 


nent ew 
A I 5 be A ee ee 


ae 


I ern ee ae 


ret. - ye 
Le SS 
2 ee 
{tiie a 

SH See 


Se 


Set. Se ee eee 


SB Ae 


ee 


Co 
SAK 
A 





wt Ponte : 
St 







> l 





fom 






. Sas Sr 


iat eee een 
+ 


~ 





it on 





= 













eee wtbes ys 



















it 03 


a ee ee Pat a 





AS he oe 


ee er ee 


yp “s ? Re as 
a A ED re a 












































—_- 


fone oan 2 le - 2 came -- > Sie 


paler orient oe al 
























































mre. 


eo ten — 
TOL OS Net erin Fo ae SR tts 


218 


Pal 


Dec: 28, 1897, 








238 THE LONDON READER, 
ey aeeegernennene 
SOCIETY. STATISTICS. MISCELLANEO 


oe 


Prince and Princess Charles of Denmark will 
make Appleton House their headquarters until 
the beginning of February, when they are to re- 
turn to Copenhagen for four months. 

Tux cradle presente] by the Queen to the 
Duke'of York’s baby was made for the Princess 
Royal in 1840, and all the Queen’s babies slept 
in it. The sheets are of fine Irish linen, edged 
with Valenciennes lace, and the blankets are of 
the warmest and lightest Spanish wool. 

Tus Queen Is to leave Windsor Castle for 
Osborne about Friday, December 17:h, and her 
Majesty will reside in the Isle of Wight for be- 
tween nine and ten weeks. When the Queen 
leaves Oaborne in February she intends to make 
a short stay sb Windsor before proceeding to 
the Riviera. Her Majesty will remain abroad 
for quite six week, 

Tue Prince and Princess of Wales are to 
arrive at Welbeck Abbey on a vielt to the Duke 
and Duchess of Portland on the evening of 
Tuesday, December 14th, accompanied by 
Princess Victoria and Prince and Princess Charles 
of Denmark, The Royal party will travel by 
special tralia from King’s Cross to Worksop. 
‘Taere will be three days’ shooting over the Wel- 
beck, Cuckney, and Ciipstone preserves, and the 
party ls to break up om Saturday, The in- 
tended county ball at Welbeck will not take 
place, in consequence of the death of the 
Dachess of Teck. 


Lrvapra waa the favourite residence of the 
}operor Alexander II, and fe ove of the moat 
beautiful resorts in Raseia, There are two Im- 
perial palaces, both of fairy-like beauty, and 
there are alao s number of other palaces and 
villas belonging to the Rusefan nobility. Livadia 
is celebrated for the excellence of ite wine and 
climate. The Tsar and Tsariia, will return to 
So, Petersburg for Christmas, which they will 
epsnd at the Winter Palace, 

Wren any of her grandchildren are about to 
be married the Queen always likes, if it is wb all 
practicable, to have them on a visit some time 
before that importaut event ia their lives. She 
is naturally greatly interested In the betrothal 
of Princess Feodore of Saxe-Melningen, and ts 
particularly avxlous to have her with her before 
her marriage in the epring. Princess Feodore 
will accordingly come to England early fa the 
new year with her mother and father, and her 
grandmother, the FE. apres Frederick, They will 
stay for some weeks with the Queen at Osberne 
and at Windsor, and it is probable that the 
bridegroom-elect may alao come over on a bricf 
visit, in order to be presented to his bride's 
august relative. 

Ir is stated at the Stuttgart Cours that, the 
Duchess of Olga of Wiirtemberg has been be- 
trothed to Prince Eugéoe of Sweden and Nor- 
way. The Duchess fs the twin daughter of the 
Grand Dechess Vera Constantinoyna of Russia, 
and was born March Ist, 1876, with her twin 
sister, the Duchess Elsa, who a few months back 
espoused Prince Albert of Schaumbarg-Lippe, 
brother of the Queen of Wiirtemberg, and 
brother-ia-law of Princess Louise of Denmark 
(Princess Frederick of Schaumburg-Lippe), eldest 
niece of the Princess of Wales. The Dachess’s 
father wae the late Duke Eugdne of Wirtem- 
berg, who died in 1877, a cousin of the Duke of 
Teck, and her aunt is the Queen of the Hel- 
denes. Like her sister, the Dachess Olga ix con- 
sidered one of the finest parties in Europe, each 
having a d3t of half @ miliion sterling left them 
by their great-aunt, Queen Olga of Wiirtem- 
berg, after whom the Daches:s fs named. 

Tux Riviera in the coming season promises to 
be more crowded than ever with Royal per- 
sonages, for, in addition to the Queen, the 
Princess Henry of Battenberg, aud the Prince 
and Princess of Wales—the latter of whom will 
visit her sister, the Dowager Empress of Russia, 
at La Turbie, the Empress Eagéule will be ad 
her. villa, i at St. Martin, where the 
Emperor and Empress of Austria will also 


THE average of all the oceans fs from 


2,000 to 3,000 ta 


A TON of soot results from the burning of 
100 tons of coal, 


Tr is said that the aliens in New York actually 
outnumber the Americans, 

An oculist declares that only one pair of 
eyes in every fifteen are absolutely perfect. 

A statistician sesserts that every «quare 
mile of the sea is inhablied by 120,000,000 
finny creatures, 

Wes oa woman's height is 5ft, Sin, her 
walst should be 24In.) her ankle 7 to 7}in., and 
her wrist should measure Sin. round, 

To show the carelessness of mothers in 
Great Beltafa, over 3,000 children are burnt 
to death in the year from their clothes catching 
fire, 





GEMS, 


By two things a man is lifted up from thinge 
earthly, namely, by elmplicity and purity. 
Wen we read, we fancy we could be 
martyrs; wheo we come to act, we cannot 
bear oue provoking word, : 
Evsrywaerx and always & man’s worth must 
gauged to some extent, though only fn 
part, by hie domesticity, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


OvstgR..RISSOLES.--Drain. the Hquor.from a 
quart of oystere, Chop very fine, Add four well 
beaten eggs and enough cracker meal to make 
the mixture thick enough to form iyto little 
balle, Season to taste and fry in boiling lerd, 
Arrange on 8 napkin, garcishing with parsley 
and slices of lemon, 

Cumstnpr Savoury. — Peel, boil and chop 
about fifty chestnuts very fine, put them in a 
waucepan and toast them for a momentover a 
brisk fire, in a heaping teaspoonful of butter, 
— kle ee a pe prkeor sory « salt, three Aci | 
of pepper, « pinch of c and tarragon, ¢ 
as -fine ns possible. Have ds ype Bg 
buttered tonst, spread the mixture over and 
serve, 

Sricep Brrr.—Place one aud a half pounds of 
beef on the fire in a kettle, with just enough 
water to cover, and boil slowly until it ia so 
tender that it may be.readily torn to pieces. By 
this time the water should be reduced in 
quantity one-half, babifit is not skim pat the 
meat aod boil ‘ddwn the liquor to the: 
amotint. Then return the beef to the kettle, 
and with a koife and fork tear it into shreds, 
mixing it with the liquor, Add one and one- 
fourth teas; ul of salt and one-fourth tea- 
spoonful each of ground pepper, cloves, cinnamon 
and allspice, Mix well, and turn the whole into 
amould, When cold turn from the mould aad 
slice neatly for serving, 

Losstsn CvurTiars.—Boll a good-sized ‘lobster, 
ond when cold remove the flesh, and with a allver 
knife cut it into small } measure, and to 
each pint of this meat allow a half pint of milk, 
one tablespoonful of butier, two rounding table- 
spoonfuls of flour, a eS arm of chopped 
parsley, half a teaspoonful of onion juice, a tea- 
spoonfel of salt, quarter of a teaspoonful of pepper 
and a grating of nutmeg. Pat the milk over the 
fire ; rub the batter and flour together, add to ip 
the hot milk ; stir until smooth and thick, Mix 
paste and meat together, add yolks of two eggs, 
put over the fire for just » moment, and turn 
out to codl. When cold form {nto cutlet-shaped 





arrive at the hotel, 


croquettes ; dip Into ‘beaten then ih bread 
crumbs, and fry in amoking hot fat 











commen 


Tse Chinese language has 40,000 simple 
words and only 450 roots, . 
Snaxe’s liver ts said to taste very like good 
ptarmigan. 

Fiv® HUNDRED. years ago the rent of arable 
land In Fogland was sixpence an acre. __ 

Waren is paid to be the only liquid that can 
be drunk in Alaeka without effects. 
Wrratx a few years 200 artesian wells have 
been opened in Queensland, yielding 125,900,000 
gallons of wateraday. - : 

Lic pote thule Soy Catone’ lou tome ee 
w way C) 
inches thick at the rate of four miles an hour. 

Tere are more houses in London than in 
Paris, New York, and Vienna put r. This 
is to be accounted for by the that the fn- 
habitants of those towns reside mostly in flats. 

Tr is estimated that the profits of Italian ios- 
cream vendors who sell wares at street 
corners of the metropolis are at the rate of 700 
per cent, Several of them are owners of large 
estates in their native country. 

Froatina beds of seaweed, which are often 
met with in mid-dcean, have been observed to 
reduce the ht of waves, like ofl thrown upon 
the water. ing advantage of this fact, » 
acientiet has invented a thin cotton or eilken net 
to answer the same purpose. 

State subsidies have not encouraged ship- 
bullding in France apparently, as most French 
owners prefer to have their ships build fn 
Eogland, the reason being that they cout 40 per 
cent, more in Yrance, and are three times as long 
under construction. In Germany, on the con- 
trary, State ald has sti shipbuilding 
greatly. 

Acooxbrna te the computation of the gardener 
ab St. Paul's Cathedral, the number of 
which add such a charm to the sacred edifice 
exceeds 600. Origl bred from strays,” 
they are daily being added to by new arrivals; 
whilst amongst the number may be coanted some 
‘twenty-five to thirty one-legged the sur 
vivore of various ‘*shooting matches.” 

Taree is a remarkable shaw! in the possession 
of the Dachess of Northumberland, This was 
formerly the property of Charles X. of France ; 
it was manufactured entirely from the fur of 
ober rage ving it, and Paes ctempied 
w wea’ t, 
some years, The shawl measures eight yards 
square. 

Tax telephone, it is.said, is not meking much 

in Rasafa. 


going wha ah fl oe 0 a} Tall : 
man toa’ nt Halloe, 
is that you, Deleastkivohsmartvolceskic’” 
“No, it is Zollemachous owoff 
who's speaking!” ‘Sex’ 
smxkiechok , L want to know if 


skeffiskillmajuwchavasto 
stopping with Dvisotkt 

Anapian horses manffest remarkable courage 
im battle. Jt is sald that when » horse of this 
breed finds himself wounded and perceives that 
he will not be able to bear his rider much longer 
he quickly retires from the conflict, bearing bis 
master to ® place of safety, while he has «till 
sufficient strength. But if, on the other hand, 
the rider is wounded and falls to the ground, 
the faithful animal remains beside him, uv- 
raindfal of danger, uelghing until assistance !s 
brought. ‘ . 

Tae lightest known solid is aaid to be the pich 
of the sunflower, with gravity of .028, 
or about one-eighth that of cork. The sunflower 
Ie extensively cultivated in | Rasela, and 
various uses are served by { different parts, the 
recent discovery of the lightness of the pith 
essentially increasing the commercial value of the 
plant. For life-saving appliances at sea, cork bas 
a buoyancy of one to five, while with the sus- 
flower pith one to -five te attained. About 


wekawelbierski _o still 


eight hundred cubic of ta would weigh as 





much as one cubic inch of Iridium, the hosviest 
metal, 
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ROTICES TO CORRESPONDERTS. 
—e * 
rroneey.—Evergreen privet certainly makes tho 
better garden hedge, 
Nexvova —The ge + injuro you, and the 
letter is a mere ompty 
Rosmma ~—If the room ae it ts beat te accompany 
him and take the seats placed for you. 
mony.—-From £50 to £100 would be the very 
Pha you could venture with into such # business. 

y ~The ‘' beet to take mildew stains out 
of beuhd velvet” fe'to-eend the material to the dyer to 
be redipped, 

Tea Gown. — Tyco: Eevee coffee stains, which have 


bocome ‘‘aet,” should te, soaked in cold water first, 
thon boiling. 

fi ~ not ked in water 
ayer VICK. ce aah Sa apa Condy ra the tavcur 
and makes ston it aot ap: 


T. D.—St. Petersburg ts the eoldent eaptal oP Europe, 
tho temperature in g fifty 
degrees below nero, 

AuatTeun Nicorn Tarovrez.—Yes; if the copyright 
has not bape sg doubs permission would be granted 


if it were asked for, 
Bauan.—Take le parte emery sowal of finest 
quality, one spercaaceti ottitment, mix together 
and rab over razor strop. 
Lian. mpd gan cy dy is allowed to “boll for 
time, it « ust be Mohs to boiling potst and 
oy, wubdseun teaie tiie toa: 


CO. M. O.--Whether or not the ailment that is called 
by Cte name is a series of hervous convulsions g Been 
on by fright or excitement ls a debatable question, 


is the (4 arial egy 
ine yoy me oy si it after serving 
, and if his character is good, he can be enlisted for 


another nine years, 
exceeding’ ly Femme see J 


FARMER.— is an 
is likely to Seaerectie trength 
a 
but a reward fof his labour, 


ong deiisaiees are do 


diseharge torpedoes ; 
powerfully armed, and ome og on 
bene pe pean ener! age na the effoot me rgd ms 
detain, 7 think it hen wad better’ ter for both to 
the engagement at once. 


ayeiay SECRETS. 


Biotest lessons mee 9 oe 
gos a 


Gotta turf ones fron hillside, 

ond Seven? grand, 

one eep oper) snow-¢lad mountain, 
Hide a story love has planned. 


at the con alt tne dare not whisper, 


Halt tas toate of toe knowing ; 
Nor can thunder cloud nor rain. 


iy the mystery of king, 
the forest'e birth sublime, 
on the apa of the ether, 
Or the ery of or kine. 





Too —A seaport is a ofty or town situated in a 
harbour or an arm of thé sea possessing docks and | 
other facilities for ships to take in or discharge cargo. | 
; Rive Bema Ree eer scienti- 

call lager -y Soy all colours, #0 
shore another, With the result that none is shown at 


Scrron.—Think seriously over what you wish pte J 
then take advantage.of or make an opportunity tosay iti 
it oa honestly, frankly, and in as few words as 
possib! 

Beoxen-neanren Lit.—Forget him. You may be 
quite sure that anyone who would trifle with a girl's 
feelings as he has Mae seonmatenst ella moan, and 
not worthy of say women's love, 


Kom xoon, fhe diamo 
ct Licht, tn the possession 


is pang ey se 


foes 
brought te England tn 1 
computed st two millions 





on 
D Pore nphard song which aces forever, 
Love's sacred, * Penoe, be till |’ 


eet Puzzi.en.—Yes, there is nothing to prevent 
pera Yomeety & registry office end afterwards 
There ere uo regtatry offices |. 

in America as we lint them. 


A. B. 0.—It is a common error to suppose that birds 
sleep with os head beneath the aoe No bird ever 
sleeps 20 head is turned round and laid upon the 


would be fo mske 
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pmo Bary. —Melt together one drachm of white 
wax, one of spermaceti, with two ounces of olive oil; 
add two ounces of rose water and half ounce of ) 
flower water ; rub Fg nl r till they are thorough 

incorporated the mixture 4s of the conaistency of 
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bi a quart of rich milk 
beng cody of gogar, and 
the fire, and —_ 
sod a fancy ay ing 


a pies er of epoogs cake , then a sprink!» 
macaroons, then another layer of the fruit and 
sponge cake. Pour the custard over, cover the mould 
When ready in salt and fee, and freeze ior three hours. 
bee pak a turn the puddivg cut on # cold 
with candied fruit. 


yp te eo Mary. —Heat the whites of throes eggs to a 
stiff fcoth, then in another dish beat the yo'ks and adi 
a tablespoonful of melted butter, a saltspoonful «{ salt 
and @ tablespoonful of sangar. (The reason for adding 
sugar fs that griddie oakes brown. more quickly and 


attractively contain sugar.) Then 

t aiwea frail aad one cupful of Bea in which ons 
aking powder has been sifted. Lastly, 
ra on to hot, greased gridd 

enough of the batter to make'a thin cake seven or eight 


fnehes across, and Pag the cake as scon as brown. 
When done on a hot platter; butter nicely ; 
sprinkle ightly with engar, spread over with a layer, of 


any kind of je a coi or marmelade, i roll m 
sae tere a ello Keep the finiehod | cakes kh 
hot oven, with the Sires cations teen 
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Taz Loxpor Reaper can be sent to any part of the 


world gi Bingerencs. Te yeu or Quarterly, 
One an 08. e year) eS os 
for the’ Monthly includi ne Girintmaan 4g 


Right Shillings and Righpence, post 


Att Bice Noweuns, Paars 2nd Votuwsr are in 
and may be bad of all Booksellers, — 


NOTIOB.-The December and Christmas Double Prt, 


438 '& 439, are Now Ready, price One oo ce soy 
One Shilling and Threepence, Also Vol. LXIX., boun 
in cloth, 4s. 6d. 


Tox INDEX to Vor. LXLX, is Now Ready; Erice 
One Ponny, post-free, Thres-halfpence. 


Om Avx, Lerrens to os vws Horror oF 
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KEEPING THE SKIN S 


£TC., AND 


A CLEAR AND WEALTHY COMPLEXION 1S ENSURED BY ITS USE. 
BEWARE OF INJURIOUS IMITATIONS! 





AT ALL SEASONS. 


It entirely Removes and Prevents al} 


ROUGHNESS, REDNESS, IRRITATION, CHAPS, 


OFT AND SMOOTH 


“ATLAS” 
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THEY WILL NOT 
ENTANGLE OR BREAK 


ne skill to use. 
ae Post for 8 Stamps. 
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Be sure é¢ ask for “BEETHAM’S,” the ONLY GENUINE, | aisdrewars vot Zany 
In Bottles 18: & 2s. 64., of all Chemints and Perfumers. R. mae th eal 
_M. BEETHAM & SON, Chemists, Cheltenham. City. Bd., B.6., London. 





PEPPER'S 1 


Promotes Appetite. 
CURES DYSPEPSIA, HYSTERIA, NERVOUS COMPLAINTS. 
SHILLING BOTTLES. 





ULPHOLINE sr 


A SPOTLESS SKIN 
A BEAUTIFUL COMPLEXION. 


BRUPTIONS, PIMPLES 
ENTIRSLY FADE AWAY. 





12 Curlers in. Box, Free 
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‘Strongest and Best.’’ 


FRY’S 


Pure Concentrated 


COCOA 


“The Richest In flesh-forming and energy- 
producing constituents.”-0r. ANDREW WILSON, F.2.8.E. 


200 GOLD MEDALS & DIPLOMAS. 


—Health. 








STRONG ARMS are 
NOT NECESSARY 


to do the washing when 


Sunlight 


Soap... 


is used; it does nearly all the work itself. Just rub a little on the 
clothes, roll them up and put them bac! in the water, Then when 
you take them out you will see that 


Sunlight Soap does the work. | 
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BORWICKS 


BAKING 
POWDER 











en 
BORWICK’S, which is t 











Sale 
exceeds 
600,000 
Packages. 


insist on having 
best that money can buy. 
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DR. J. 





RIGI“AL AND 


ONLI G 


COUGHS, COLDS, 
ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS. 


p* 7. COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE is a liquid medicine 
which assuages PAIN OF EVERY KIND, affords a calm, refreshing alecp, 
WITHOUT HEADACHE, and invigorates the nervous system when exhausied. 








D*: J. COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE.—Vice-Chaneellor Sir 
W. PAGH WOOD stated er in Court that Dr. J. COLLIS BROWNE was 
ndoubtedly the INVENTOR of CHLORODYNE, that the whole « of the 
defendant Freeman was deliberstely untrue, and he regretted to say it been 
eworn to.—See The Times, July 13th, 1864. 


D*.,.%:. COLLIS BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE is the TRUE 
PALLIATIVE in NBURALGIA, GOUT, OCANCER, TOOTHACHE, 
RAECUMATISM. 








COLLIS BROW NE’S 


" CHLORODYNE 


OHARM, one dose 


CURED ME OF DI 


PECIFI 
DIARRHGA, YSENTERY, CHOLERA. 


GENERAL BOARD OF HEALTH, London, REPORT that it ACTS 25 
generally sufficient. q 





ate: of 
FE, PILEPsy, SPASMS, COLIC 


PALPITATION, HYSTERIA. 








Manufacturer—J. T. DAVENPORT, 33, Great Russell 





ven rise to many 
earoful to observe TRADE MARK. Of all Chemists. 


ATIONS. Be 
fal Chemist, At 28, au Bole 


London : Published by the Proprietor, at 26, Catherine Street, Strand, and printed hy Woonsant & Kinpen: 70 to 76, Long Acre, W.0. 


MPORTANT GAUTION,—The IMMENSE SALE of 
this REMEDY nf ris 


Dr. GIBBON, Army Medical Staff, Caloutta, states :—'*#wo- poses compcxTEl! 
ARREGA.” ‘ 


ED® J. COLLIS BROWNE'S GHLORODYNE rapidly cv's short | 
ac. 








a 
meodoaont sooo re o 












tokhh 2 


5 oe 


one 
“WARES So 


— 
‘i Se 





